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GEORGE R.

GEORGE the Second, bj the Grace of God, King of Great

Britain, France and Inland, Pefender ol

To aJI to whom thc'.'e Prefents (hall tome, Greeting. Wherea*

James Buckland, Jama Waugb, John Ward, 1

and EdwardDMy, Citizens and Book, fellers of our City of London,

have by their Petition humbly reprefentcd unto Vi, that they

have purchafed the Copy-Right of the Whole Works of the

late Doctor Isaac Watts, and that they are now printing

nd preparing for the Prefs, new Editions with Improvement!

of facta] of the fe; ante Pieces of the faid Doctor Ifaac Watts,

They have therefore m< ft humbly prayed Us, that We would be

erauoufly pleafed to grant them our Rr yal Licence and Protec-

tion for the fole piinting, publishing, and vending the faid Works,

in as ample Manner am Form as has b'-en done in Cafes of the

like Nature j We b.:ng willing to give all due Encouragement

to Works of this Nature, which may be of public U(e and Be-

nefit, are gracioufly pleafed to condefcend to their Requcft, and

do therefore by thefe Prefents, as far as may be agreeable to the

Statute in that Behalf made and provided, grant unto them, the

faid James Buckland, James Waugb, John Ward, Thomas Long-

man ana Ed-ward Dtliy, their Executors, Adminiftrators, and

Aflignf, our Royal Privilege and Licence, for the fole printing,

publishing, and vending the faid Works for the Term of four,

teen Yeais, to be computed frcm the Date hereof: Ariel ly for-

bidding jnJ prohibiting all our Subjects within our Kn-domi
, to rcprir.t, abridge, or translate the fame, either

in the l;lie, or any other Volume or Volumes whatfoever, or to

import, buy, vend, utter, or ciflribute any Copies thereof ; or

printed beyond the Seas, during the aforefaid Term of fourteen

Years without the Confent ar.J Approbation of the faid James

B'jcklor.d. James Waugb, John Ward, Tbtmu Longman, and

Ed-ward D:.!y, their Executors, Adminiftrators and Afligns, by

Wlking under their Hands and Seals firft had and obtained, as

they and every of them offending herein, will anfwer the contrary

at their Peril: whereof the Commiflioners and other Officers of

oor Cuftorm, the Mafter, Wardens, and Company of Staticrert

of our City of London, and all other our Officers and Minifien,

whom it mav concern, are to take Notice, that due Obedience

be rendered to our Pleafure herein fignified.

By His Majefty's Command,

W. TITT.
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AD VERTI SEME NT
T O T H E

READERS,
On the following HEADS.

44 4, 4 ***** ** ** * * .J.*********** 44* *4*>

Of the different Editions of this BOOK.

THE large Edition is prefaced with a Difcourfe

on the right Way of fitting the Psalms of

David for Chriitian Worfhip ; wherein a plain Ac-

count is given of the Author s general Conducl in this

Imitation of the Psalms, together with fome evi-

dent and convincing Arguments to fupport it. There
are alfo particular Notes added at the End ofa great
Number of the Psalms, which explain their Evan-
gelical Senfe, andjhevj the Reafon why they are either

paraphrafed or abridged in fuch a Manner here.

At the Requeft of many Friends, the Author has

permitted this Edition in a fmaller Form, to render it

more portable and convenient for public Worfhip ; he

therefore defires, and may reasonably demand this Piece

ofjuflice ofall his Readers, that they will not cenfure

and condemn any Part ofthis Work, without a diligent

Perufal ofthe large Edition, wherein the Preface and
Notes, in the Judgment of many learned and pious

Men, have given ajujficient ^indication of the while
Performance.
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vi ADVERTISEMENT.
Of the Ufe of this Psalm Book.

The chief Defign of tin Work nvas to improve

Pfal.r.ody, or Religious Singing, and to encourage

the frequent Pradice of it in public Affemblies and
private Families with more Pleafure and Delight

:

yet the Author hopes the reading of it may alfo enter-

tain in the Parlour and the Clofet, with devout Plea-

fure and holy Meditation. Therefore he would requeft

bis Readers, at proper Seafous, to perufe it through ;

and, among Three hundred and FortyfacredHYWHS,
they mayfind outfeveral that fuit their ovon Cafe and
Temper, or the Circumfances of their Families and
Friends ; they may teach their Children fuch as are

properfor their Age, and by treafuring them in their

trjft they may befurnifhed for pious Retirement,

cr may e*itfrtain their Friends with holy Melody.

Of Choofing or Finding the Ps a lm.

The Perufal of the whole Book will acquaint every
Reader with the Author s Method ; and by c$nfulting

ih» ltt%X9 or Taele of Contents at the End,

he may find Hymns very properfor many Occaftons of
rifiian Life and !4'o Jhip ; though no Copy of

David's Pfalter can provide for all, as lhavefbewn
in the Preface.

Or if he remembers the firfl Line of any Pfalm,

the Table of the firit Lines at the End of the Book,

will direSI where to find it.

Or ifany flail think it beft tofingallthe Pfalms in

Order in Churches or Families, it may be done with

Profit l provided thofe Pfalms be omitted that refer t§

fpecial Occurrences of Nations, Churches, or fingle

Chrijlians.

Of Naming the Psalms.
Let the Number of the Pfalm be named diflindly,

together with the particular Metre, and particular i



to the Readers. vn

Part of it : As for Inflance ; Let us fing the 33d
Pfalm, 2d Part, Common Metre : or Let us fingthe

91ft Pfalm, 1 ft Part, beginning at the Paufe; or

ending at the Paufe : or Let us fing the 84th Pfalm

as the 14S th Pfalm, &c. And then read over the

Jirjl Stanza before you- begin to fing) that the People

mayfind it in their Books, whether you fing with Qr

without reading Line by Line.

Of dividing the Psalms.

If the Pfalm be too long for the Time or Cafiom of
Singing, there are Pau/es in many of them, at -which

you ?nay properly refi ; or you may leave out thofe

Verfes which are included in Crotchets [ ] without

difiurbing the Senfe : Or infame Placesyou may begin

to fing at a Paufe.

Do not always confineyourfelves to fix Stanzas, but

fing feven or eight, rather than confound the Senfe,

andabufe the Pfalm in folemn Worfhip.

Of the Manner of Singing.

It "Wire to be wifhed that all Congregations and
private Families wouldfing as they do inforeign Pro-

t eftant Countries, without reading Line by Line.

Though the Author has done what he could to make
the Senfe complete in every Line or two, yet many ln-

conveniencies will always attend this unhappy Man-
ner of Singing : But where it cannot be altered, thefe

two Things may give fome Relief.

£ irft, Let as many as can do it, bring Pfalm-Books

•with them, and look on the Words while theyfing, fo
far as to make the Senfe complete.

Secondly, Let the Clerk read the whole Pfalm over
aloud, before he begins to parcel out the Lines, that

the People may have fame Notion of what they fing:
and, not to be forced to drag en heavily through eight

A. 4.



vifl ADVERTISEMENT, ^V.

tedious Syllables without any Meaning, till the next

Lines come to give the Senfe ofthem.

It were to be wijhed alfo, that we might not dwell

Jo long upon every jingle Note, and draw out the Syl-

lables to fuch a tire ome Extent, with a conjlar.t Uni-

formity of lime ', which difgraces the Mufic, and puts

the Congregation quite out of Breath in tinging fixe
itfix Stanzas : Whereas if the Method of Ringing

Axere but reformed to a greater Speed of Pronuncia-

tion, ixe might often enjoy the Pleafure of a longer

Pfalm, with lefs Expence of Time and Breath ; a>d
our Vjalmody would be more agreeable to that of the

ancient Churches, more intelligible to others, and

mors delightful to ourjclves.

The various Meafures of the Vcrfe are fitted to the

Tunes of the Old Psalm Book.

To the Common Tunes fing all intitled Common
Metre

To the Tune of the icoth Pfalm fi-g all intitled

Long Metre.

To the Tune */the ijfb Vh\m fing Short Metre.

To the 5c rh Yialmfing one ?.
1
etre ofthe 5 th and qyl.

To the » 1 zth or 1 ? 7th Pfalm fing one Metre of tie

104th a;;d 148th.

To the 1 1 3th Pfalm fing o,:e Metre of the iqth,
3
3d,

5«ih, 89th left Part, 96th. 1 1 2th, 1 : 3th.

To the 1 1 2d Pfalm fing one of the Metres ofthe 93d,

1 ad, at.d \ 33d.

To the 148th Pfalm fing ore Metre ofthe 84th, 121ft,

l 36th, and uSth.

To a new Tunefing one Metre cfthe 50th and 1 1
5*h,

D.c
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THE

PSALMS of DAFID,
Imitated in the

LANGUAGE
F T H E

NEW TESTAMENT.
***************** ******** *********

PSALM I. Common Metre.

The Way and End of the Righteous and the Wicked.

BLEST is the Man who fhuns the Place

Where Sinners love to meet

;

Who fears to tread their wicked Ways,
And hates the Scoffer's Seat

:

But in the Statutes of the Lord
Has plac'd his chief Delight ;

By Day he reads or hears the Word,
And meditates by Night.



2 P S A L M I.

3 [He, like a Plant of geifrous Kind,
By living Waters fet,

Safe from the Storms and blading Wind,
Enjoys a peaceful State.]

4 Green as the Leaf, and ever fair

Shall his Profeffion mine,

While Fruits of Holinefs appear

Like Clufters on the Vine.

5 Not fo the Impious and Unjufl;

What vain Defigns they form !

Their Hopes are blown away like Dud,
Or Chaff before the Storm.

6 Sinners in Judgment mall not fland

Amongft the Sons of Grace,

When Christ the Judge at his right Hand,
Appoints his Saints a Place.

7 His Eye beholds the Path they tread

;

His Heart approves it well.

But crooked Ways of Sinners lead

Down to the Gates of Hell.

PSALM I. Short Metre.

The Saint happy, the Sinner miferable.

i
/"T"V H E Man is ever bleft,

X Who fhuns the Sinners' Ways,
Amongft their Counfels never Hands,

Nor takes the Scorners' Place.

2 But makes the Law of God
His Study and Delight,

Amidft the Labours of the Day,
And Watches of the Night.

3 He like a Tree mall thrive,

With Waters near the Root;



P SALMI. 3

Frefli as the Leaf his Name fliall live

;

His Works are heav'nly Fruit.

4 Not fo th' ungodly Rice,

They no fuch Bleffings find :

Their Hopes (hall flee, like empty ChafF

Before the driving Wind.

5. How will they bear to fland

Before that Judgment-feat,

Where all the Saints at Christ's right Hani
In full Affembly meet ?

6 He knows, and he approves

The Way the Righteous go ;.

But Sinners and their Works mall meet
A dreadful Overthrow.

PSALM I. Long Metre.

*Ihc Difference between the Righteous and the Wicked*

1 T T AP P Y the Man, whofe cautious Feet

XT. b^un the broad Way that Sinners go,

Who hates the Place where Atheifts meet,

And fears to talk as Scoffers do.

2 He loves t' employ his Morning Light
Amongfl the Statutes of the Lord ;

And fpends the wakeful Hours of Night,

With Pieafure pond'ring o'er his Word.

3 He, like a Plant by gentle Streamr,

Shall flourifh in immortal Green :

And Heav'n will mine with kindeil Beams
On ev'ry Work his Hands begin.

4 But Sinners find their Counfels croft;

As ChafF before the Tempeft flies,

So (hall their Hopes be blown and loft,

When the laft Trumpet flukes -the Skie;.



4 P 8 A L M II.

5 In vain the Rebel feeks to (land

In Judgment witn the pious Race ;

The dreadful Judge with Hern CommanJ,
Divide! him to a different Place.

6 " Straight is the Way my Saints have trod ;

" I bleir. the Path, and drew it plain ;

M But you would choofe {he crooked Road ;M And down it leads to endleL Pain."

PSALM II. Short Metre.

Tra:.flated according to the divine Pattern,

Aft* iv. 24, is'c.

Christ Dying, Rijing, Interceding, and Reigning.

ID

Seas,

[ \/'t AKER and fov'reign Lord
iV! Of Heav'n, and Earth, and Se

Thy Providence confirms thy Word,
And anfwers thy Decrees.

2 The Things fo long foretold

By Divid, are fulfilled ;

When Jews and Gentiles join to flay

Jesus, thy Holy Child]

3 Why ti id the Gentiles rage,

And Jews with one Accord
Bend :dl their Counfcls to ueltroy

Th' Anointed of the Lord r

4 Rulers and Kings agree

To form a vain Djlign ;

Againft the L-rd their PowVs unite,

Againft his Christ they join.

5 1 he Lord derides their Rage,

And will fupport his Throne ;

He thit hath rais'd htm from the Dead,

liath own'd him for his Son.



PSALM II.

Pause.
6 Now he's afcended high,

And afks to rule the Earth

;

Th2 Merit of his Blood he pleads,

And pleads his heav'nly Birth.

7 He afks, and God bellows

A large Inheritance ;

Far as the World's remoteft Ends

His Kingdom fhall advance.

8 The Nations that rebel,

Mail feel his Iron Rod ;

He'll vindicate thofe Honours well

Which he receiv'd from God.

9 [Be wife, ye Rulers, now,
And worfhip at his Throne;

WT

ith trembling Joy, ye People, bow
To God's exalted Son.

io If once his Wrath arife,

Ye perim on the Place ;

Then blefTed is the. Soul that flies

For Refuge to his Grace.]

PSALM II. Common Metre.

1 TI 7FIY did the Nations join to flayW The Lord's anointed Son?
Why did they call his Laws away,

And tread his Gofpel down ?

2 The Lord that fits above the Skies,

Derides their Rage below ;

He fpeaks with Vengean e in his Eyes,

And ftrikes their Spirits through.

3 " I call him my Eternal Son,
" And rdife him from the Dead

;



6 PS A L M IT.

" I make my holy Hill his Throne,
" And wide his Kingdom fpread.

4 " Aflc me, my Son, and then enjoy
" The utmoft Heathen Lands

:

" Thy Rod of Jron (hall deftroy
" The Rebel that with (lands"

5 Be wife, ye Rulers cf the Earth,

Obey th' anointed Lord ;

Adore the King of heav'nly Birth,

And tremble at his Word.

6 With humble Love addrefs his Throne

;

For if he frown ye die:

Thofe are fecure. and thofe alone,

Who on his Grace rely.

PSALM II. Long Metre.

Christ'.* Deatb> Refurreftion, and Jfcenfion.

i T T 7 HY did the Jews proclaim their Rage,
V V The Romans why their Swords employ,

Againft the Lord their Pow'rs engage,

Hjs dear Anointed to deftroy r

2 " Come, let us break his Bar.Js," they fay,

" This Man mall never give us Laws ;"

And thus tney call his Yoke away,

And naii'd their Monarch to the Crofs.

3 But God, who high in Glory reigns,

Laughs at their Pride, their R.age controuls,

He'll vex their Hearts with inward i

And fpeak in Thunder to tr:ir Souls.

4 " I will maintain th? King I made,
" On Zion's evcrlafling Hill

:

" My Hand mall bring him from the Dead,
*' And he fhail ilund your Sov reign ftilL*

:



PSALM III. 7

5 [His woncTrous rinng from the Earth,

Makes his eternal Godhead known

:

The Lord declares his heav'nly Birth,
M This Day have I begot my Son. '

6 " Afcend, my Son, to my right Hand,
" There thou fhalt aik, and I bellow
" The utmoft Bounds of Heathen Land ;

" To thee the Northern Ifles fliall bow.]*'

7 But Nations that refill his Grace,

Shall fall beneath his Iron Stroke ;

His Rod fhall crufh his Foes with eafe

As Potters earthen Work is broke.

Pause.

8 Now, ye that fit on earthly Thrones,

Be wife, and ferve the Lord the Lamb ;

Now at his Feet fubmit your Crowns,
Rejoice and tremble at his Name.

9 With humble Love addrefs the Son,

Left he grow angry, and ye die ;

His Wrath will burn to Worlds unknown,
If ye provoke his Jealoufy.

io His Storms mall drive you quick to Hell;
He is a God, and ye but Dull

:

Happy the Souls that know him well,

And make his Grace their only Trull.

PSALM III. Common Metre.

Doubts and Fears fuppreft : or, God our Defence

from Sin and Satan.

I A /T Y God, how many are my Fears

!

1VJL How fa ft my Foes increafe!

Confpiring my eternal Death,

They break my prefent Peace.



8 P S A L M HI:

2 The lying Tempter would perfuade

There's no Relief in Heav'n ;

And all my fuelling Sins appear

Too big to be forgiv'n.

3 But thou, my Glory and my Strength,

Shalt on the Tempter tread,

Shalt filence all my threafning Guilt,

And raife my drooping Head.

4 [I cry'd, and from his holy Hill

He bow'd a lilVning Ear ;

I call'd my Father and my God,
And he fubdu'd my Fear.

5 He fhed foft Slumbers on mine Eyes,

In fpite of all my Foes

;

I 'woke and wonder'd at the Grace
That guarded my Repole.]

6 What tho
1

the Hofts of Death and Heli

All arm'd againft me ftood,

Terror; no more fhall fhake my Soul

;

My Refuge is my God.

7 Arife, O Lord, fulfil thy Grace,

While I thy Glory fing :

My God has broke the Serpent's Teeth,

And Death has loft his Sting.

S Salvation to the Lcrd belongs,

His Arm alone can fave :

Elcflings attend thy People here,

And reach beyond the Grave.

P S A L M III. i — 5, S. Long Metre.

A Mcrr.ing Pfalm.

I /^\ Lord, how many are my Foes,

\^J In tnis weak State of Flefh and Blood f

3



PSALM IV. c

My Peace they daily difcompofe

;

But my Defence and Hope is God.

Tir'd with the Burdens of the Day,
To thee I rais'd an Ev'ning Cry ;

Thou heardit when I began to pray,

And thine Almighty Help was nigh.

Supported by thine heav'nly Aid,

I laid me down and fkpt fecure ;

Not Death mould make my Heart afraid,

Though I fhould wake and rife no more.

. But God fuftain'd me all the Night;
Salvation doth to God belong:

He rais'd my Head to fee the Light,

And make his Praife my Morning Song.

PSALM IV. 1,2,3,5,6,7. Long Metre.

Hearing of Prayer : or, God our Portion, and
Christ cur Hope.

C\
God of Grace and Righteoufnefs,

S Hear and attend when I complain ;

Thcu haft enlarg'd me in Diftrefs,

Bow down a gracious Ear again.

Ye Sons of Men, in vain ye try

To turn my Glory into Shame ;

How long will Scoffers love to lie.

And dare reproach my Saviour's Name ?

Know that the Lord divides his Saints

From all the Tribes of Men befide j

He hears the Cry of Penitents,

For the dear Sake of Christ that dy'd.

. When our obedient Hands have done

A thoufand Works of Righteoufnefs,



io PSALM V.

We put our Truft in God alone,

And glory in his pard'ning Grace.

5 Let th' unthinking Many fay,
M Who will beftow fome earthly Good?"
But Lord, thy Light and Love we pray,

Our Souls defire tiiis heav'nly Food.

6 Then fhall my cheerful Pow'rs rejoice

At Grace and Favours fo divine ;

Nor will I change my happy Choice,

For all their Corn and all their Wine.

PSALM IV. 3,4,5,8. Common Metre

j^n Evening Pfalm.

1 T ORD, thou wilt hear me when I pray,

I j I am for ever thine ;

I fear before thee all the Day,
Nor would I dare to fin.

2 And while I refc my weary Head,
From Cares and Bus'nefs free,

'Tis fweet converfing on my Bed
With my own Heart and Thee.

3 i pay this Ev'ning Sacrifice :

And when my Work is done,

Great God ! my Faith and Hope relies

Upon thy Grace alone.

4 Thus, with my Thoughts compos'd to Peace,

I'll give mine Eyes to flecp ;

Thy Hand in Safety keeps my Days,

And will my Slumbers keep.

P S A L M V.

- For the Lord^s-Day Morning.

1 T ORD, in the Morning thou (halt hear

1 ^ My Voice afcending high ;



r b A JL 1V1 V. II

To thee will I dire£t my Pray'r,

To thee lift up mine Eye.

.Up to the Hills where Christ is gone
To plead for all his Saints,

Prefenting at his Father's Throne,
Our Songs and our Complaints.

, Thou art a God, before whofe Sight

The Wicked (hall not ftand ;

Sinners mall ne'er be thy Delight,

Nor dwell at thy right Hand.

4 But to thy Houfe will I refort,

To talte thy Mercies there ;

I will frequent thine holy Court,

And worfhip in thy Fear.

5 O may thy Spirit guide my Feet
In Ways of Righteoufnefs

!

Make evVy Path of Duty ftraight

And plain before my Face.

Pause.

6 My watchful Enemies combine
To tempt my Feet aftray •

They flatter with a bafe Defign

To make my Soul their Prey.

7 Lord, crufh the Serpent in the Daft,

And all his Plots deitroy ;

While thofe that in thy Mercy truft

For ever fhout for Joy.

3 The Men that love and fear thy Name,
Shall fee their Hopes fulfilPd ;

The mighty God will compafs them
With Favour as a Shield.



12 PSALM VI.

PSALM VI. Common Metre.

Complaint in Sicknefs : or, Difeafes healed.

i T N Anger. Lord, rebuke me not,

1 Withdraw the dreadful Storm ;

Nor let thy Fury grow fo hot
Againft a feeble Worm.

2 My Soul's bow'd down with heavy Cares,
My Flefh with Pain oppreft ;

My Couch is witnefs to my Tears,
My Tears forbid my Reft.

3 Sorrow and Pain wear out my Days ;

I wr.fte the Night with Cries;

Counting the Minutes as they pafs,

Till the flow Morning rife.

4 Shall I be ftill tormented more ?

My Eyes confum'd with Grief?

How long, my God, how long, before

Thine Hand affords Relief?

5 He hears when Duft and Afhes fpeak,

He pities all our Groans ;

He laves us for his Mercy's fake,

And heals our broken Bont5.

6 The Virtue of his fov'reign Word
R fiores our fainting Breath ;

For filent Graves praife not the Lord,
Nor is he known in Death.

PSALM VI. Long Metre.

Temptation in Sicknefs overcome.

I T ORD, I can fuffer thy Rebukes,

Jl_j When thou with Kindnefs doft chaftife ;

But thy fierce Wrath I cannot bear,

O let it nor againlt me rife.



PSALM VII. i:

Pity my languishing Eftate,

And eafe the Sorrows that I feel

;

The Wounds thine heavy Hand hath made,
let thy gentler Touches heal.

See how I pafs my weary Days
In Sighs and Groans ; and when 'tis Night,

My Bed is water'd with my Tears;

My Grief confumes, and dims my Sight.

Look how the Pow'rs of Nature mourn !

How long, Almighty God, how long ?

When fhall thine Hour of Grace return ?

When fhall I make thy Grace my Song?

1 feel my Flefh fo near the Grave,

My Thoughts are tempted to Defpair

;

But Graves can never praife the Lord,
For all is Dull and Silence there.

Depart, ye Tempters, from my Soul;

And all defpairing Thoughts depart

;

My God, who hears my humble Moan,
Will eafe my Fleih, and cheer my Heart.

PSALM VII.

God's Care of bis People, and Punijhment of'

Perfecutors.

MY Truft is in my heav'nly Friend

My Hope in thee, my God;
Rife, and my helplefs Life defend

From thole that feek my Blood.

With Infolence and Fury they

My Soul in Pieces tear,

As hungry Lions rend the Prey,

When no Deliv'rer's near.
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3 If I had e'er provok'd them firfi:,

Or once abus'd my Foe,

Then let him tread my Life to Duft,
And lay mine Honour low.

4 If there be Malice hid in me,
I know thy piercing Eyes

;

I fhould not dare appeal to Thee,
Nor afk my God to rife.

5 Arife, my God, life up thine Hand,
Their Pride and Pow'r controul

:

Awake to Judgment, and command
Deliv'rance for my Soul.

Pa i

6 [Let Sinners and their wicked Rage
Be humbled to the Duft

;

Shall not the God of Truth engage

To vindicate the Juft ?

- He knows the Heart, he tries the Reins,

He will defend th
1

Upright;

His marpi he ordains

Againit the Sons of Spite.

8 For me their Malice digg'd a Pit,

But there themfelves are call

;

My Gcd makes ill their Miichief light

On their own Heads at laft,

9 That cruel perfecuting Race,

Mufl feel his dreac r
:l Sword,

Awake, my boul, and praife the Grace
And Juftice of the Lord.

^•nic



PSALM VIII.

P S A L M VIII. Short Metre.

God'; Sovereignty and Goodnefs : and Man's

Dominion over the Creatures*

OLord, car heavenly King,

Thy Name is all Divine :

Thy Glories round the Earth are fpread,

And o'er the Heav'ns they fhine.

When to thy Works on high,

I raife my wond'ring Eyes,

And fee the Moon, complete in Light,

Adorn the darkfbme Skies :

When I furvey the Stars,

And all their mining Forms ;

Lord, what is Man f tftat worthlefs Thing,
Akin to Daft and Worms ?

Lord, what is worthlefs Man!
That thou mouldft love him fo?

Next to thine Angels is he plac'd,

And Lord of All below.

Thy Honours crown his Head,
While Beads like Slaves obey,

And Birds that cut the Air with Wings,
And Fifh that cleave the Sea.

How rich thy Bounties are

!

And wond'rous are thy Ways :

Of Duft and Worms thy Pow'r can frame
A Monument of Praife.

[Out of the Mouths of Babes
And Sucklings, thou canft draw

Surprifmg Honours to thy Name,
And ftrike the World with Awe.
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8 O Lord, our heav'nly King,

Thy Name is all Divine ;

Thy Glories round the Earth are fpread,

And o'er the Heav'ns they mine.]

PSALM VIII. Common Metre.

Christ'* Condefcenjion and Glorification : or,

God made Man.

i /^\ Lord our God, how wond'rous great

V^J Is thine exalted Name !

The Glories of thy heav'nly State

Let Men and Babes proclaim.

2 When I behold thy Works on high,

The Moon that rules the Night,

And Stars that well adorn the Sky,

Thofe moving Worlds of Light

:

3 Lord, what is Man, or all his Race,
Who dwells fo far below,

That thou fhouldft vifit him with Grace,
And love his Nature fo.

4 That thine eternal Son mould beax

To take a mortal Form,
Made lower than his Angels are,

To favj a dying Worm !

5 [Yet while he liv'd on Earth unknown,
And Men would not adore,

Th' obedient Seas and Fifties own
His Godhead and his Pow'r.

6 The Waves lay fpread beneath his Feet,
And Fifh at his Command

Bring their large Shoals to Peter's Net,
And Tribute to his Hand.

7 The
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7 Thcfe lefler Glories of the Son
Shone thro' the fleftily Cloud

:

Now we behold him on his Throne,
And Men confefs him God.]

S Let him be crown'd with Majefty,

Who bow'd his Head to Death

:

And be his Honours founded high,

By all Things that have Breath.

9 Jesus, our Lord, how wondrous great

Is thy exalted Name I

The Glories of thy heav'nly State

Let the whole Earth proclaim.

PSALM VIII. ver. 1,2. Paraphrafed.

Firft Part. Long Metre.

The Ho/anna of the Children : or, Infants praijtng

GOD.

1 A Lmighty Ruler of the Skies,

JTx. Thro" the wide Earth thy Name is fpread,

J

And thine eternal Glories rife

O'er all the Heav'ns thy Hands have made.

2 To thee the Voices of the Young
A Monument of Honour raife ;

And Babes with uninftructed Tongue
Declare the Wonders of thy Praife.

3 Thy Pow'r afiifts their tender Age
1 To bring proud Rebels to the Ground,

To flill the bold Blafphemer's Rage,
And all their Policies confound.

4 Children amidtt thy Temple throng,

To fee their great Redeemer's Face

;

The Son of Da vi d is their Song,

And young Hofannas fill the Place.

B
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5 The frowning Scribes and angry Priefls

In vain their impious Cavils bring!

Revenge fits filent in their Brealh,

While Jewiih Bnbes proclaim their King.

P S A L M \:ir. ver. 3, StC Paraphrafed

Second Part. Long Metre.

Adam ar.d Christ, Lords of the Old and Nr
Citation.

1 T ORD, what was Man when made at firft:

.1 -j Adam the Offspring of the Duft !

That thou thould'lt let him and his Race
But jult below an Angel's Place !

2 That thcu fhould'ir. raife his Nature (o,

And make him Lord of all below ?

Make ev'ry Bcaft and Bird fubmit,

And lay the Fifhes at his Feet ?

3 But O what brighter Glories wait

To crown the fecond Adam's State?

What Honours fhall thy Son adorn,

Who condefcended to be born ?

4 See him below his Angels made,

See him in Dull amongft the Dead,
To fave a ruin'd World from Sin :

But he (hall reign with P 'w'r divine.

5 The World to come, redeem'd from all

The Miseries that attend the Fall,

New ma«le, and glorious fhall fubmit

At vTur exalted Saviour's Feet.

PSALM IX. Firft Part.

ffTratb and Mercy from the Judgment-Stat.

I \ \ J ITH my whole Heart I'll raife my Sona

V V Thy w'ondcrsTll proclaim ;
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Thou, fov'reign Judge of Right and Wrong,
Will put my Foes to Shame.

2 I'll fing thy Majefty and Grace:

My God prepares his Throne,

To judge the World in Righteoufhefs,

And make his Vengeance known.

3 Then mall the Lord a Refuge prove

For all the Poor oppreit

;

To fave the People of his Love,

And give the Weary Reft.

4. The Men that know thy Name will trull

In thine abundant Grace ;

For thou haft ne'er forfook the Juft,

Who humbly fought thy Face.

; Sing Praifes to the righteous Lord,
Who dwells on Zion's Hill,

Who executes his thrcat'ning Word,
And doth his Grace fulfil.

PSALM IX. ver. 12. Second Part.

^he Wifdom and Equity of Providence.

T T 7 HEN the great Judge Supreme and Jufi»,

V V Shall once inquire for Blood,

The humble Souls that mourn in Dull,

Shall find a faithful God.

He from the dreadful Gates of Death
Does his own Children raife

:

In Zion's Gates with chearful Breath

They fmg their Father's Praife.

His Foes fliall fall with heedlefs Feet
Into the Pit they mide

;

x
i And Sinners perifh in the Net

That their own Hands had fpread.
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4 Thus by thy Judgments, mighty God !

Are thy deep CJounfels known

;

When Men of Mifchief arc deftroy'd,

The Snare mult be their own.

Pause.

5 The Wicked (hall fink down to Hell ;

Thy Wrath devours the Lands

That dare forget I hee, or rebel

Againir. thy known Commands.

6 Tho' Saints to fore Diftrefs are brought,

And wait and long complain,

Their Cries mull not be long forgot,

Nor fhall their Hopes be vain.

7 [Rife, great Redeemer, from thy Seat,

To judge and fave the Poor;

Let Nations tremble at thy Feet,

And Men prevail no more.

3 Thy Thunder mall affright the Proud,

And put their Hearts to Pain ;

Make them confefs that thou art God,
And they but feeble Men ]

PSALM X.

Prayer heard, and Saintsfa<ved ; or, Pride, Atbeifri

and OppreJJion, punijbed.

For a Humiliation Day.

i TT7HY doth the Lord (land off fo far,

VV And why conceal his Face,

When great Calamities appear.

And Times of deep Diltrefs ?

2 Lord, mail the Wicked Hill deride

Thy Juitice and thy Powr?
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Shall they advance their Heads in Pride,

And l'lill thy Sr.ints devour?

I
-They put thy Judgments from their Sight,

And then infult the Poor

;

They boal* in their exalted Height

That they (hall fall no more.

j. Arife, O God, lift up thine Hand,
Attend our humble Cry :

No Enemy fhall dare to Hand,

Wnen God afcends on high.

Pause.

j Why do the Men of Malice rage,

And fay with foolifh Pride,
" The God of Heav'n will ne'er engage
" To fight on Zion's Side ?"

S But thou for ever art our Lord,
And pow'rful is thine Hand

;

As when the Heathens felt thy Sword,
And perifti'd from thy Land.

t Thou wilt prepare our Hearts to pray,

And caufe thine Ears to hear

;

He hearkens what his Children fay,

And puts the World in Fear.

'I Proud Tyrants fhall no more opprefs,

No more defpife the Juft ;

And mighty Sinners fhall confefs

They are but Earth and Dulb

PSALM XL

God loves the Right eous % and bates the Wicked.

M Y Refuge is the God of Love ;

Why do my Foes infult and cry,
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Fly, like a tim'rous trembling Dove,

" To diftant Woods or Mountains fly."

2 If Government be all deflroy'd,

(That firm Foundation of* our Peace)

And Violence make JuJ
Whore (hall the Righteou. feek Recrefs ?

3 The Lord in Heav'n hatli nVd his Throne

;

His Eyes furvey the World ber

To him all mortal Things are known

;

His Eyelids fearch our Spirits thro'.

4 If he afflicts his Saints fo far,

To prove their Lore, and try their Grace,
What may the bold TranfgreiTori fear

2

His very Soul abiiora i ..-

5 On impious Wre-ches he {hall rajn

Tcmpelts of Brimftone, Fjre and Death,
Such as he kindled on true Plain

Of Sodom with his angry Breath.

6 The righteous Lord loves righteous

Whofe Thoughts and A&iofW are fmcere ;

And with a gracious F.\

The Men that his own Image bear.

PSALM XII. Long Mc:re.

The Saint's Safety and Hope tk evil Times : or, Sin:

of the Tono u e eomf !a it:edef; namely,

Elafpkemy, Paljbood, Sec.

i T ORD, if thou doft not foon appear,

A_^ Virtue and Truth will flee away ;

A fcuhhil Man amongst us I

Will fcarce be found, if thou delay.

2 The whole Difcourfe when Neighbours meet,

Is fiLPd with Trifles looie and vain ;
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Their Lips are Flatt'ry and Deceit,

Aiid their proud Language is profane.

But Lips that with Deceit abound,

Shall not maintain their Triumph long ;
f

. he God of Vengeance will confound
l\ itt'ring and blafphcming Tongue.

M Yet fhall our Words be free," they cry;
" O.ir TAigue mall be control'd by none :

•' Where is the Lord will afk us why?
" Or fay, our Lips are not our own ?"

The Lcrd, who fees the Poor opprefr,

And hears th' Gppreflbr's haughty Strain.,.-

Will rife to give his Children Pvelt,

Nor fhall they trull his Word in vain.

I

Thy Word, O Lord, tho ?
often try'd,

Void of Deceit fliall Hill appear

:

Not Silver, fev'n times purify'd

From Drofs and Mixture, (nine fo clear.

Thy Grace fhall in the darkefl Hour
Defend the holy Soul from Harm :

Tho' when the vileft Men have Pow'r,

On ev'ry Side will Sinners fwarm.

PSALM XII. Common Metre.

^mplaint of a general Corruption cf Manners: or

The Promife and Sign of Christ'/ coming

to Judgment'.

HELP, Lord, for Men of Virtue fail,

Religion Jofes Ground,
The Sons of Violence prevail,

And Treacheries abound.

b 4
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2 Their Oaths and Promifes they break,
Yet ntVthe Flatfrer's Part:

With fair deceitful Lips they fpeak,

And with a double Heart'.

3 If we reprove fome hateful Lie,

Ifovv is their Fury llirr'd !

" .\re no: our Lips our own," they cry,
" And who (hall be our Lord ?"

4 Scoffers appear on ev'ry Side,

Where a vile Race of Men
Is raib'd to Seats of Pow'r and Pride

And bear the Sword in vain.

Pause.

5 Lord, when Iniquities abound,
And Blafphemy grows bold,

When Faith is hardly to be found,

And Love is waxing Cold ;

6 Is not thy Chariot haft'ning on ?

Haft Thou not giv'n the Sign ?

May we not truft and live upon
A Promife fo divine ?

7 *' Yes, faith the Lord, now will I rife,

" And make Oppreflbrs flee ;

" I (hall appear to their Surprife,
11 And fet my Servants free."

8 Thy Word, like Silver fev'n times try'd,

Thro' Ages (hall endure;

The Men that in thy Truth confide,

Shall find thy Promife fure.
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PSALM XIII. Long Metre.

Pleading njoitb God under Defertion : or,

Hcpe in Darknefs.

t T TOW long, O Lord, (hall I complain,

X"l Like one that feeks his God in vain ?

Gan'ft thou thy Face for ever hide ?

And I Hill pray, and be deny'd ?

1 Shall I for ever be forgot,

As one whom thou regarded not

!

Still mall my Soul thine Abfence mourn ?

And ftill deipair of thy Return ?

I
How long (hall my poor troubled Breaft,

Be with thefe anxious Thoughts oppreft ?

And Satan, my malicious Foe,

Rejoice to fee me funk fo low ?

|. Hear, Lord, and grant me quick Relief,

Before my Death concludes my Grief;

If thou withhold'ft thy heav'nly Light,

I fleep in everlafting Night.

;
How will the Pow'rs of Darknefs boaft,

If but one praying Soul be loft ?

But I have truited in thy Grace,

And fliall again behold thy Face.

> Whate'er my Fears or Foes fuggeft,

Thou art my Hope, my Joy, my Reft

:

My Heart (hall feel thy Love, and raife

My chearful Voice to Songs of Praife.

PSALM XIII. Common Metre.

Complaint under Temptations of the Devi/,

HOW long wilt thou conceal thy Face?

My God, how long delay?

* 5
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When mail I feel thofe heav'nlv

That chafe my Fears «..

2 How long fhall my poor lab'ring Soul

Wreftle and toil in

Thy Word can all n.y Foes control,

-And eafe my raging Pa

3 See how the Prince of Daiknefs tries

All his malicious Arts,

He fpreads'a Mid around my Eyes,

And throws his fiery Da

4 Be thou my Sun, be thou my Shield,

My Soul in Safety keep ;

Make hafte, before mine Eyes are feaYd

In Death's eternal Sleep.

5 How would the Tempter boafl aloud,

If I became his Prey !

Behold the Sons of Hell grow proud
At thy fo long Delay.

6 But they (hall fly at thy Rebuke,
And Satan hide his Head ;

He knows the Terrors of thy Look,
And hears thy Voice with Dread.

7 Thou wilt difplay that fovVeign Grace
Where all my Hcpes have hung;

I (hall employ my Lips in Praife,

And VrcYry mall be fung.

PSALM XIV. Fir* Part.

By Nature all Men art Sinners.

i T?OOLS in their Hearts believe and fay,

.T " That all Religion's vain,
44 There is no God that reigns on high,

Or minds th' Affairs of Men.
1 '
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2 From Thoughts To dreadful and profane,

Corrupt Difcourfe proceeds

;

And in their impious Hands are found

Abominable Deeds.

3 The Lord from his celefh'al Throne
Look'd down on Things below,

To find the Man that fought his Grace,

Or did his Juftice know.

4 By Nature all are gone aftray,

Their Practice all the fame :

There's none that fears his Maker's Hand ;

There's none that loves his Name.

5 Their Tongues are us'd to fpeak Deceit ;

Their Slanders never ceafe ;

How fwifc to Mifchief are their Feet f

Nor know the Paths of Peace.

6 Such Seeds of Sin (that bitter Root)

In ev'ry Heart are found ;

Nor can they bear diviner Fruit,

Till Grace refine the Ground.
i

PSALM XIV. Second Part.

'The Folly of Perfecuton.

i ARE Sinners now fo fenfelefs grown
JTjL That they the Saints devour ;

And never worihip at thy Throne,

Nor fear thy awful Pow'r f

2 Great God, appear to their Surprife,

Reveal thy dreadful Name ;

Let them no more thy Wrath defpife,

Nor turn our Hope to Shame.

3 Doft thou not dwell among the Ju(U.

And yet cur foes deride,
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That we fhould make thy Name our Trufl

:

Great God, confound their Pride !

4 O that the joyful Day was come,
To flnifh our Diftrefs

!

When Cod (hall bring his Children home,
Our Songs fhall never ceafe.

PSALM XV. Common Metre.

Charafter of a Saint: or, A Citizen ofZion: Or,

7be Qualifications of a Cbrijlian.

i TI T HO fhall inhabit in thy Hill,

V\ O God ofHolinefs?

Whom will the Lord admit to dwell

So near his Throne of Grace ?

2 The Man that walks in pious Ways,
And works with righteous Hands

;

That trufts his Maker's Promifes,

And follows his Commands.

3 He fpeaks the Meaning of his Heart,

Nor (landers with his Tongue ;

Will fcarce believe an ill Report,

Nor do his Neighbour Wrong.

4 The wealthy Sinner he contemns,

Loves all that fear the Lord ;

And tho' to his own Hurt he fwears,

Still he performs his Word.

5 His Hands difdain a golden Bribe,

And never gripe the Poor

:

This Man fhall dwell with God on Earth,

And find his Heav'n fecure.
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BSALM XV. Long Metre.

29

Religion and Juftice, Goodnefs and Truth : or,

Duties to G o d and Man : or, The

Qualification* of a Chrijlian,

1 T 7C 7 HO mall afcend thy heav'nly Place,

VV Great God, and dwell before thy Face

?

The Man that minds Religion now,

And humbly walks with God below

:

2 Whofe Hands are pure, whofe Heart is clean 5

Whofe Lips ftill fpeak the Thing they mean

:

No Slanders dwell upon his Tongue ;

He hates to do his Neighbour Wrong.

3 [Scarce will he trull an ill Report,

Nor vent it to his Neighbour's Hurt

;

Sinners of State he can defpife,

But Saints are honour'd in his Eyes.]

4 [Firm to his Word he ever flood*

And always makes his Promife good

;

Nor dares to change the Thing he fwears,

Whatever Pain or Lofs he bears.]

5 [He never deals in bribing Gold,
And mourns that Juftice mould be fold ;

While others gripe and grind the Poor,
Sweet Charity attends his Door.

6 He loves his Enemies, and prays

For thofe that curfe to him his Face

;

And doth to all Men ftill the fame,

That he would hope or wifli from therru

7 Yet, when his holieft Works are done,
His Soul depends on Grace alone

:

This is the Man thy Face fhall fee,

And dwell for ever, Lord, with Thee.
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PSALM XVI. FirflPart. Long Metre.

Confejon ofour Poverty: and Saints the bejl Company

:

or, GoodWorks profit Men, not God.

i T2 Referve me, Lord, in Time of
f
Need ;

X For Succour to thy Throne I flee j

But have no Merits there to plead,

My Goocinei'i cannot reach to Thee.

z Oft have my Heart and Tongue confeft,

How empty and how poor 1 am j

My Praile can never make Thee bleft,

Nor add new Glories to thy Name.

3 Yet, Lord, thy Saints on Earth may reap

Some Profit by the Good we do

;

Thefe are the Company I keep,

Thefe are the choiceft Friends I know.

4 Let others choofe the Sons of Mirth

To give a Relim to their Wine ;

I love the Men of heav'nly Birth,

Whofe Thoughts and Language are divine.

PSALM XVI. Second Part. Long Metre.

Christ'; All-Efficiency.

i T T OW faft their Guilt and Sorrows rife,

II Who hafte to feek fome Idol God ?

I will not tafte their Sacrifice,

Their OfFrings of forbidden Blood.

2 My God provides a richer Cup,

And nobler Food to live upon ;

He for my Life has offer'd up

Jesus his belt beloved Son.

3 His Love is my perpetual Feaft ;

By Day his Counfcls guide me right

:
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And be his Name for ever bleft,

Who gives me fweet Advice by Night.

4 I fet him Hill before mine Eyes

;

At my right Hand he (lands, prepared

To keep my Soul from all Surprife,

And be my everlafting Guard.

PSALM XVI. Third Part. Long Metre.

Courage in Death, and Hope of the Refurreflion.

1 \\ 7 HEN God is nigh, my Faith is ftrong,

VV His Arm is my almighty Prop:

Be glad, my Heart, rejoice, my Tongue,
My dying Flefh (hall reft in Hope.

2 Tho' in the Dull I lay my Head,
Yet, gracious God, thou wilt not leave

My Soul for ever with the Dead,

Nor lofe thy Children in the Grave.

3 My Flefh (hall thy firft Call obey.

Shake off the Duft, and rife on high ;

Then (halt thou lead the wond'rous Way,
Up to thy Throne above the Sky.

4 There Streams of endlefs Pleafure flow ;

And full Difcoveries of thy Grace,

(Which we but rafted here below)

Spread heav'nly Joys thro
1

all the Place.

PSALM XVI. 1— 8. Firft Part. CommonMetre,

Support and Counfelfrom God, without Merit.

1 QAV£ me, OLord, from ev'ry Foe ;O In Thee my Truft I place j

Tho' all the Good that I can do
Can ne'er deferve thy Grace.
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Yet if my God prolong my Breath,

The Saints may profit by't ;

The Saints, the Glory of the Earth,

The Men of my Delight.

3 Let Heathens to their Idols halie,

And worfhip Wood or Stone;

But my delightful Lot is call

Where the true God is known.

4 His Hand provides my conftant Food ;

He fills my daily Cup ;

Much am I pleas'd with prefent Good,
But more rejoice in Hope.

5 God is my Portion and my J-oy ;

His Counfels are my Light:

He gives me fweet Advice by Day,
And gentle Hints by Night.

6 My Soul would all her Thoughts approve

To his all-feeing Eye ;

Nor Death, nor. Hell my Hope fhalLmove,.

While fuch a Friend is nigh.

PSALM XVI. Second Part. Long Me tr

The Death and Rtfurrcrtion of Christ.

1 " T SET the Lord before my Face,

A " He bears my Courage up:
" My Heart and Tongue their Joy exprefs>

" My Flefh (hall reil in Hope.

2 " My Spirit, Lord, thou wilt not leave
*' Where Souls departed are ;

* Nor quit my Body to the Grave,
** To fee Corruption there.

3 " Thou wilt reveal the Path of Life,

" And raife me to thy Throne ;
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P Thy Courts immortal Pleafures give,

" Thy Prefence Joys unknown."

[Thus in the Name of Christ the Lord,
The holy David fung ;

And Providence fulfils the Word
Of his prophetic Tongue.

Jesus, whom ev'ry Saint adores,

Was crucify'd and flain ;

Behold the Tomb its Prey reflores

!

Behold he lives again !

When fhall my Feet arife, and ftand

On HeavVs eternal Hills ?

There fits the Son at God's right Hand,
And there the Father fmiles.]

i> S A L M XVII. ver. 13, fcf>. Short Metre.

y
ortion ofSaints and Sinners : or, Hope and Defpair

in Death.

ARISE, my gracious God,
And make the Wicked flee

:

They are but thy chaftifing Rod,
To drive thy Saints to Thee.

Behold the Sinner dies,

His haughty Words are vain

;

Here in this Life his Pleafure lies,

And all beyond is Pain.

Then let his Pride advance,

And boafl of all his Store ;

The Lord is my Inheritance,

My Soul can wifh no more,

I (hall behold the Face
Of my forgiving God ;
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And {land complete in Righteoufnefs,

Waiii'd in my Saviour'.- :>iood.

5 There's a new Heav'n begun
When I awake from Death,

Dreft in the Likenefs of toy

And draw immortal Breath.

PSALM XVII. Long Metre.

The Sinners Portion and Sainis Hope : or, The

Heaven offeparutt ^ou's y
aid the Ilejarreclion.

i T ORD, I am thine : But thou wil: prove

.1 J My Faith, my Patience, and my Love;
When Men of Spite agair.it me join,

They are the Sword, the Hand is thine.

2 Their Hope and Portion lies below;
'Tis all the Happinefs they know,
'Tia all they feek: '1 hey take their Shares,

And leave the Reil among their Heirs.

3 What Sinners value, I refign ;

Lord,- 'tis enough that thou art mine :

I (hall behold thy blifsful Face,

And Hand complete in Righteoufnefs.

4 This Life's a Dream, an empty Show j

But the bright World to which I go

Hath Joys fubftantial and fincere

;

When mall I wake and find me there ?

r O glorious Hour ! O bleft Abode |

I mall be near, and like my God !

And Fleih and Sin no more controul

The facred Pkafures of the Soul.

6 My Flem (hall (lumber in the Ground,

Till the laft Trumpet's joyful Sound ;
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Then burft the Chains with fweet Surprife,

Ani in my Saviour's Image rife.

PSALM XVIII. ver. 1-6, 15—18.

Firft Part. Long Metre.

deliverancefrom Defpair: or, Temptations overcome,

J^HEE will I love, O Lord, my Strength,

My Rock, my Tow'r, my high Defence 1

Thy mighty Arm (hall be my Truft,

For I have found Salvation thence.

Death and the Terrors of the Grave,

Stood round me with their difmal Shade;

While Floods of high Temptations rofe,

And made my finking Soul afraid.

) I faw the op'ning. Gates of Hell,

With endlefs Pains and Sorrows there ;

Which none but they that feci can .tell,

While I was huny'd to Defpair.

j. In my DiArefs I cali'd my God,
When I could fcarce believe him mine

;

He bovv'd his Ear to my Complaint;

I

Then did his Grace appear divine.

5
[With Speed he flew to my Relief,

As on a CherubVWing he rode ;

Awful and bright as Light'ning fhone
'1 he Face of my Deliv'rer, God.

6 Temptations fled at his Rebuke,
The Blaft of his Almighty Breath

:

He fent Salvation from on High,
And drew me from the Deeps of Death.

7 Great were my Fears, my Foes were great,

Much was their Strength, and more their Rage

:
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But C h rist, my Lord, is Conqu'ror ftill,

In all the Wars that Devils wage.

8 My Song for ever (ball record

That terrible, that joyful Hour j

And give the Glory to the Lord,
Due to his Mercy, and his Pow'r.

PSALM XVIII.

Second Part. ver. 20— 26. Long Metre.

Sincerity proved and rewarded.

1 T ORD, thou haft feen my Soul fincere,

I J Haft made thy Truth and Love appear ;

Before mine Eyes I fet thy Laws,

And thou haft own'd my righteous Caufe,

2 Since I have learn'd thy holy Ways,
I've walk'd upright before thy Face j

Or if my Feet did e'er depart,

'Twas never with a wicked Heart.

3 What fore Temptations broke my Reft !

What Wars and Smugglings in my Breaft

!

But thro' thy Grace that reigns within,

I guard againft my darling Sin :

4 That Sin, that clofe befets me ftill,

That works and ftrives againft my Will ;

When fhall thy Spirit's fov'reign Pow'r

Deftroy it, that it rife no more ?

c, [With an impartial Hand, the Lord
Deals out to Mortals their Reward :

The kind and faithful Souls fhall find

A God, as faithful and as kind.

6 The Juft and Pure fhall ever fay,

Thou art more pure, more juft than they :
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And Men that love Revenge mall know,
God hath an Arm of Vengeance too.]

'SALM XVIII. Third Part. ver. 30, 31,

34, 35, 46, C5V. Long Metre.

Rejoicing in God : or, Salvation and Triumph.

1 T US T are thy Ways, aud true thy Word,
i I Great Rock of my fecure Abode :

Who is a God befide the Lord ?

Or where's a Refuge like our God ?

1 'Tis He that girds me with his Might,
Gives me his holy Sword to wield :

And while with Sin and Hell I fight,

Spreads his Salvation for my Shield.

5 He lives, (and bleffed be my Rock !)

The God of my Salvation lives :

The dark Defigns of Hell are broke

;

Sweet is the Peace my Father gives.

4. Before the Scoffers of the Age,
I will exalt my Father's Name

;

Nor tremble at their mighty Rage,
But meet Reproach, and bear the Shame.

5 To David and his Royal Seed
Thy Grace for ever fhall extend :

Thy Love to Saints in Christ their Head,
Knows not a Limit, nor an End.

PSALM XVIII. FirftPart. Common Metre.

Viclory and Triumph over temporal Enemies.

I \\1 E love Thee, Lord, and we adore;
* * Now is thine Arm reveal'd :

Thou art our Strength, our heav'nly Tow'r,
Our Bulwark and our Shield.
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2 We fly to our eternal Rock,
And find a fure Defence ;

His holy Name our Lips invoke,

And draw Salvation thence.

3 When God our Leader (nines in Arm r
,

What mortal Heart can bear

The Thunder of his loud Alarms ?

The Lightning of his Spear ?

4 He rides upon the winged Wind,
And Angels in array

lit Millions wait to know his Mind,
And fwift as Flames obey.

5 He fpeaks, and at his fierce Rebuke
Whole Armies are dilmay'd ;

His Voice, his Frown, his angry Look,
Strikes all their Courage dead.

6 He forms our Gen'rals for the Field,

With all their dreadfull Skill j

Gives them his awful Sword to wield,

And makes their Hearts of Steel.

7 [He arms our Captains to the Fight,

(Tho' there his Name's forgot

;

He girded Cyrus with his Might,

But Cyrus knew him not.)

3 Oft has the Lord whole Nations bleft,

For his own Church's Sake :

The Pow'rs, that give his People Reft,

Shall of his Care partake.]

PSALM XVIII. Second Part. CommonMetre

The Conqueror's Song.

t HP* O thine Almighty Arm we owe
X The Triumphs of the Day

:
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Thy Terrors, Lord, confound the Foe,

And melt their Strength away.

'Tis by thine Aid our Troops prevail,

And break united Pow'rs,

Or burn their boaftcd Fleets, or fcale

The proudeft of their Tow'rs.

How have we chas'd them thro' the Field,

And trod them to the Ground,
While thy Salvation was our Shield,

But they no Shelter found !

. In vain to Idol-Saints they cry,

And perifh in their Blood :

Where is a Rock fo great, (o high,

So pow'rful as our God ?

The Rock of Ifr'el ever lives,

His Name be ever bleft ;

'Tis his own Arm the VicVry gives,

And gives his People Reft,

On Kings that reign as David did,

He pours his Bleffings down

;

Secures their Honours to their Seed,

And well fupports their Crown.

PSALM XIX. Firft Part. Short Metre.

The Book of Nature and Scripture*

For a Lord's Day Morning.

BEHOLD the lofty Sky
Declares its Maker God,

And all his ftarry Works on high

Proclaim his Pow'r abroad.

The Darknefs and the Light
Still keep their Gourfe the fame ;

3
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While Night to Day, and Day to. Nig
Divinely teach his Name.

3 In ev'ry different Land
Their gen'ral Voice is known ;

They fhew the Wonders of hi

And Orders pf his Throne.

4 Ye Britifh Lands rejoice ;

Here he reveals his Word :
•

We are not left to Nature's Voice
To bid us know the Lord.

5 His Statutes and Commands
Are fet before our Eyes ;

He puts his Gofpel in our Hands,
Where our Salvation lies.

6 His Laws are juft and pure,

His Truth without Deceit

;

His Promifes for ever fure,

And his Rewards are great.

7 [Not Honey to the Tafte

Affords fo much Delight,

Nor Gold that has the Furnace pad

So much allures the Sight.

3 While of thy Works I fing,

Thy Glory to proclaim,

Accept the Praife, my God, my King,

In my Redeemer's Name.]

PSALM XIX. Second Part. Short Met

God'/ Wordmofl Excellent: Or,

IVatcbfuUefs.

For a Lord's Day Morning.

B EH OLD the Morning Sun
Begins his gloriou^
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His Beams thro' all the Nations run,

And Life and Light convey.

2 But where the Gofpel comes
It fpreads diviner Light,

It calls dead Sinners from their Tombs,
And gives the Blind thpir Sight.

3 How perfect is thy Word I

And all thy Judgments juft:

Forever fure thy Promife, Lord,
And Men fecurely truft.

I My gracious God, how pfain

Are tby Directions giv'n

!

may I never read in vain,

But find the Path to Heav'n.

Pause.

; I hear thy Word with Love,

And I would fain obey

;

>end thy good Spirit from above

To guide me, left I ftray.

> O who can ever find

The Errors of his Ways?
'et, with a bold prefumptuous Mind,

I would not dare tranfgrefs.

Warn me of ev'ry Sin;

Forgive my fecret Faults

:

.nd cleanfe this guilty Soul of mine,

Whofe Crimes exceed my Thoughts.

While with my Heart and Tongue
I fpread thy Praife abroad

;

iccept the Worfhip and the Song,

My Saviour and my God !

C
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PSALM XIX. Long Metre.

s : cf Nature atui of Scripture compared:

The Glory and Succefs of the Go/pel.

i ' v HE Heav'ns declan: thy Glory, Lor.

X In ev'ry Star thy Wifdom mines

;

But when our Eyes behold thy Word,
We read thy Name in fairer Lines.

2 The rolling Sun, the changing Light,

And Nights and Days thy Power confefs

;

But the bleft Volume thou haft writ,

Reveals thy Juftice and thy Grace.

3 Sun, Moon, and Stars convey thy Praife

Round the whole Earth, and never (land;

So when thy Truth begun its Race,

It touch' d and glancM on ev'ry Land.

4 Nor fhall thy fpreading Gofpel reft,

Till thro' the World thy Truth has run

:

Till C h r i s t has all the Nations bleft

That fee the Light or feel the Sun.

5 Great Sun of Righteoufnefs arife,

Blefs the dark World with heav'nly Light;

Thy Gofpel makes the Simple wife,

Thy Laws are pure, thy Judgments right.

6 Thy nobleft Wonders here we view,

In Souls renew'd and Sins forgiv'n:

Lord, cleanfe my Sins, my Soul renew,
And make thy Word my Guide toHeav'n.

PSALM XIX. TotheTiineofthecxiiithPfa,

The Book of Nature and Scripture.

i f~^ Rear Go p. : dtowklM FnJ
V.T Declares the Glories of thy Name;
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There thy rich Works of Wonders mine;

A thoufand flarry Beauties there,

A thoufand radiant Marks appear,

Of boundlefs Pow'r and Skill divine.

2 From Night to Day, from Day to Night,

The dawning and the dying Light,

Lectures of heav'nly Wifdom read

;

With filent Eloquence they raife

Our Thoughts to our Creator's Praife,

And neither Sound nor Language need.

3 Yet their divine Inftru&ions run

Far as the Journies of the Sun,

And ev'ry Nation knows their Voice:

The Sun, like fome young Bridegroom dreft,

Breaks from the Chambers of the Eaft,

Rolls round, and makes the Earth rejoice,

4 Where'er he fpreads his Beams abroad,

He fmiles and fpeaks his Maker God;
All nature joins to fhew thy Praife.

Thus God in ev'ry Creature Ihines:

Fair is the Book of Nature's Lines,

But fairer is thy Book of Grace.

Pause.

5 I love the Volumes »f thy Word ;

What Light and Joy thofe Leaves afford

To Souls benighted and diftreft

!

Thy Precepts guide my doubtful Way,
Thy Fear forbids my Feet to ftray,

Thy Promife leads my Heart to Reft.

I

6 From the Difcov'ries of thy Law,
The perfect Rules of Life I draw

;

Thefe are my Study and delight;

Not Honey fo invites the Tafce,
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Nor Gold that hath the Furnace paft,

Appears fo pleafing to the Sight.

7 Thy Threatnings wake my flamb'ringEyes,
And warn me where my Danger lies

;

But 'tis thy bleflcd Gofpel, Lord,
That makes my guilty Confcier.ee clean,

Converts my Soul, fubdues' my Sin,

And gives a free but large Reward.

8 Who knows the Errors of his Thoughts?
My God, forgive my fecrct Faults,

And from presumptuous Sins reitrain:

Accept my poor Attempts of Praife,

That I have read thy Book of Gr.-ce,

And Book of Nature, not in vain.

P S A L M XX.

Prayer and Hope of Viclory.

For a Day of Prayer in Time of War.

1 1\JOW may the God of Pow'r and Grace !

JLN Attend his Peoples humble Cry \

Jehovah hears when lfr'el prays,

And brings Deliv'rar.ce from on High.

2 The Name of Jacob's God defends,

Better than Shields or brazen Walls;

He from his Sancluary fends

Succour and Strength, when Zion calls.

3 Well he remembers all our Sighs

;

His Love exceeds our belt Deferts;

His Love accepts the Sacrifice

Ofhumble Groans and broken Hear:

4 In his Salvation is our Hope,
And in the Name of Ifr'cl's Gov
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Oar Troops ihall lift their Banners up,

Our Navies fpread their Flags abroad.

Some truftin Horfes trainM for War,
And fome of Chariots make their Boafts;

Our fureft Expectations are

From thee, the Lord of heav'nly Hafts.

[O may the Mem'ry of thy Name
lnlpire our Armies for the Fight!

Our Foes mall fall and die with Shame,
Or quit the Field with Ihameful Flight.]

Now fave us, Lord, from fl^vilh Fear;
Now let our Hope be firm and itrong,

Till thy Salvation ihall appear,

And Joy and Triumph raife ttie Song.

PSALM XXT. Common Metre.

Our King is the Care of Heaven.

THE King, O Lord, with Songs of Praife,

Shall in thy Strength rejoice:

\nd, bkil with thy Salvation, raife

To Heav'n his chearful Voice.

7hy fure Defence, thro' Nations round »

Has fpread his glorious Name;
Ind his fuccefsful Actions crown'd
With Majefty and Fame.

hen let the King on God alone,

For timely Aid rely

;

Us Mercy fhall fupport the Throne,
And all our Wants (apply.

•
iVI all

ut, righteous Lord, hib ftabborn Foes
Shall feel thy dreadful Hand j -j sldmuri^O
'hy vengeful Arm fhall find out thofc

That hate his mild Command,
c 3
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5 When thou againft them doft Engage,

Thy jull but dreadful Doom,
Shall, like a fiery Over/

Their Hopes end them confumc.

6 Thus, Lord, thy wondrous Pow'r declare,.

And thus ;.te;

Jongs of Praife prepare

For •

tfaine.

PSALM XXL i—9 Long Metre.

Christ exalted to the Kingdom,

i T"^ AVID rejoie'd in God his Strength,

-L/ Rais'd to the Throne by fpecial Grace;
But Ch rist the Son appears at length,

Fulfils the Triumph and the Praife.

2 How great is the Mefliah's Joy,
In the Salvation of thy Hand!
Lord, thou haft rais'd his Kingdom high,

.; giv'n the World to his Command.

} Thy Goodnefs grants whate'er he will;

I Requeft withhold;

Bicflings ofLove prevent him ftfll,

; Lrowns of Glory, not of Gold.

4 Hor.ru: find Majefty divine

Around his facrc^; 3 ine;

: with the Favour of thy Face,

And length of everhfting .

5 Thine Hand fhall find out all his Foes:
;

, as a fiery Oven g!

With raging. Heat and living Coals,

So mail thy Wrath devour their Soul?.
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PSALM XXII. 1-16. Firft Part.

Common Metre.

The Sufferings and Death of Chri s v.

S T X 7 HY has my God my Soul forlook,

V V " Nor will a Smile afford i"
(Thus David once in Anguilh fpoke,

And thus our dying Lord.)

Tho' 'tis thy chief Delight to dwell

Among thy praifing Saints,

Yet thou canft hear a Groan as well,

And pity our Complaints.

Our Fathers trufted in thy Name,
. And great Deliv' ranee found;

But I'm a Worm, defpis'd of Men,
And trodden to the Ground.

I Shaking the Head they pafs me by,

And laugh my Soul to Scorn;

I

I In vain He trulls in God," they cry,

" Neglected and forlorn."

But Thou art He, who form'd my Flefli

' By thine Almighty Word

;

And fince I hung upon the Breafl,

My Hope is in the Lord.

Why will my Father hide his Face,

When Foes ftand threatning round,

In the dark Hour ofdeep Diihefs,

And not an Helper found ?

Pause.
Behold thy Darling left among
The Cruel and the Proud,

As Bulls of Bafhan fierce and ftrong,

As Lions roaring loud.

C 4
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8 From Eirth and Hell my Sorrows meet,

To multiply the Smart ;

They nail my Hands, they pierce my Feet, *

9 Yet if thy fov'reign Hand let loofe

The Rage of Earth and Hell,

Why will my heav'n!y Father bruife

The Son he loves lb well ?

!0 My God, if poflible it be,

Withhold this bitter Cup:
But I refign my Will to thee,

And drink the Sorrows up.

1

1

My Heart diflblves with Pangs unknown ;

In Groans I wafle my Breath;

Thy heavy Hand has brought me down
Low as the Duft of Death.

12 Father, I give rcy Spirit up,

And truit it in thy Har.J ;

My dying Flefh (hall reir. in Hope,
And nie at thy Command.

PSALM XXIL 20, 2 r, 27-31. Second Part

Common Metre.

Christ's Sufferings and Kingdom.

1
u 7\T OV/ from the roaring Lion's R
±\ ** O Lord, protect thy Son;

" Nor leave thy Darling to engage
" The Pow'rs of Kell alone."

2 Thus did cur fuff'ring Saviour pray,

With miohty "Cries and Tears;
God heard cim to that dreadful Day,
And chasM away his Fears.
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J33in awoTioS vm ItaHbnE ifeii 3

Great was the Victory of his Death, rn oT
His Throne exalted high^

niiH vm
And all the kindred of the Earth

Shall wodhip, or "mail die.

A num'rous Offspring muft arife

From his expiring Groans;
They mail be reckon'd in his Eyes
For Daughters and for Sons.

The meek and humble Souls mail fee

His Table richly fpread

:

And all that feek the Lord mall be
With Joys immortal fed.

The Ifles mail knov? the Righteoufnefs

Of our incarnate God;
And Nations yet unborn proofs

Salvation in his Blood.

PSALM XXII. Long Metre.

Christ'.* Sufferings and Exaltation.

NOW let our mournful Songs record

The dying Sorrows of our Lord,
When he complain'd in Tears of Blood,

As one forfaken of his God.

The Jews beheld him thus forlorn,

And fhook their Heads, and laugh'd in Scorn

;

" He refcu'd others from the Grave,
" Now let him try himfelf to fave.

" This is the Man did once pretend
" God was his Father and his Friend;
* If God the Bleffed lov'd him fo,
44 Why doth he fail to help him now?"

Barbarous People ! Cruel Priefls!

How they flood round like favage Beafls;

c 5
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Like Lions gaping to devour.

When God had left him in their Pow'r.

5 They wound his Head, his Hands, his Feet,

Till Streams of Blood each other meet;
By Lot his Garments they divide,

And mock the Pangs in which he dy'd.

6 But Gon his Father heard his Cry:
Rais'd from the Dead he reigns on high

;

The Nations learn his Righceoufnefs,

And humble Sinners taite his Gr^ce.

PSALM XXIII. Long Metre.

God our Shepherd.

i A /[ Y Shepherd is the living Lord :

1VJL Now mail my Wants be well fupply'd

;

His Providence and holy Word,
Become my Safety and my Guide.

2 In Paitures where Salvation grows
He makes me feed, he makes me reft;

There living Water gently flows,

And all the Food's divinely bleft.

3 My wandering Feet his Ways miftake,

But he reltores my Soul to Peace,

And leads me, for his Mercy's fake,

In the fair Paths of Righteoufnefs.

4 Tho' I walk thro' the gloomy Vale,

Where Death and all its Terrors are,

My heart and Hope mall never fail,

For God my Shepherd's with me there.

5 A mid ft the Darknefs and the Deeps,

Thou art my Comfort, thou my Stay;

Thy Start" fupports my feeble Steps,

Thy Rod directs my doubtful Way.
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6 The Sons of Earth and Sons of Hell
Gaze at thy Goodnefs, and repine

To fee my Table fpread Co well,

With living Bread, and chearful Wine.

7 [How I rejoice, when on my Head
Thy Spirit condefends to reft!

'Tis a divine Anointing, fried

Like Oil of Gladnefs at a Feaft.

8 Surely the Mercies of the Lo rd
Attend His Houfhold all their Days;
There will I dwell to hear his Word,

. To feek his Face, and fmg his Praife.]

PSALM XXIII. Common Metre.

I

;i TV/TY Shepherd will fupply my Need,

.IVA Jehovah is his Name;
In Paftures frefh he makes me feed,

Befide the living Stream.

2 He "brings my wand'ring Spirit back,

When I forfake his Ways:
And leads me, for his Mercy's fake,

In Paths of Truth and Grace.

3 When I walk thro' the Shades of Death,
Thy Prefence is my Stay;

A Word of thy fupporting Breath,

Drives ail my Fears away.

} Thy Hand, m Sight of all my Foes,
Doth ftill my Table fpread;

My Cup with Bleffings overflows,

Thine Oil anoints my Head.

; The fure Provificns of my Gen
Attend me all my Days

;
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O may thy Houfe be mine Abode,
And all my Work be Praife.

6 There would I find a fettled" Reft..£a 3H^T(Whole others go and come)
No more a Stranger or a Gueft,

But like a Child at Home.

PSALM XXIII. Short

1 >"T~AHE Lord my Shepherd is, 1

1 I mall be well fupply'di

Since He is mine, and I am his,

What can I want befide?

2 He leads me to the Place,

Where heav'nly Pafture grows,

Where living Waters gently pafs,

And full Salvation flows.

3 If e'er I go aflray,

He doth my Soul reclaim,
t ^ r l

And guides me in his own right Way,
For his moll holy Name.

t

. I

4 While he affords his Aid,

I cannot yield to Fear; . - I

Tho' I (hould walk thro' Death's dark Shade,

My Shepherd's with me there.

5 In Sight of all my Foes

Thou doll my Table fpread,

My Cup with Bleflings overflows,

And Joy exalts my Head.

6 The Bounties of thy Lave,

Shall crown my following Days;

Nor from thy Houfe will I remove,

Ncr ceafe to (peak thy Praife.
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PSALM XXIV. Common Metre. ^ °

Divelling with God.
fr->7 • , r-THE Earth for ever is the Load s,

With Adam's numerous Race;

He rais'd its Arches o'er the Floods,

And built it on the Seas.

But who among the Sons of Men
May vi'flt thine Abode ?

He rhat has Hands from Mifchief clean,

Whofe Heart is right with God.

This is the Man may rife, and take

The Bleffings of his Grace:

This is the Lot of thofe that feek

The God of Jacob's Face.

Now let our Souls' immortal Pow'rs,

To meet the Lord, prepare;

Lift up their everlafling Doors,

The King of Glory's near.

The King of Glory! Who can tell

The Wonders of his Might ?

rle rules the Nations; but to dwell

With Saints, is his Delight.

PSALM XXIV. Long Metre.

•nts dwell in Heaven: or, Christ'* Afcenfion,

THIS fpacious Earth i&.all the Lord's,
And Men, and Worms, and Beafts, and Birds;

;j

tfe rais'd the Building on the Seas, ^
^nd gave it for their Dwellihg-place.

3ut there's a brighter World on High,
Thy Palace, Lord, above the Sky.

tfho fhall afcend that bleft Abode,
Ind dwell fo near his Maker, Go* >



PSALM XXV.
3 He that abl rs to ftn,

Whofe Heart is pare; vvhofe Hands ar

Him.(hall the Lord the Saviour biefs,

And dothe his Soul with Righteoufnefs.

4 Thefe are the Men, the pious Race,

That feck the G( n of Jacob'-, Face :

Thefe (hall enjoy the blifsful Sight,

And dwell in everlailing Light.

Pause.

e, Rejoice, ye mining Worlds on high,

Benold the Kir.? of Glory nigh!

Who can this King of Glory b_ ?

The mighty Lord, the Saviour's He.

6 Ye heav'niy Gates, your Leaves difplay,

To make the Lcrd the Saviour Way:
Laden with Spoils from Earth and Hell

The Conqu'ror comes* with God to dwell.

7 Rais'd from the Dead, he goes before,

He opens HeavVs eternal Door,

To give hi? Saints a bleft Abode,
Near their Redeemer, and their God.

PSALM XXV. i— II, FirflPart.

Ir'aii'vg /or Pardon and DircSion.

1 T Lift my Soul to God,
A My '1 rull it in his Name:

Let not my Foes that feek my Blood

Stili triumph ill my Shame.

2 Sin and the Pow'rs of Hell

Perluade me to deipair;

Lord, make me know thy Covenant well,

That I may 'fcape the Snare.
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From the firft dawning Light,

Till the dark Ev'ning rife,

For thy Salvation, Lord, I wait

With ever-longing Eyes.

Remember all thy Grace,

And lead me in thy Truth;

Forgive the Sins of riper Days,

And Follies of my Youth.

The Lord is juft and kind;

The Meek (hall learn his Ways

;

And ev'ry humble Sinner find

! The Methods of his Grace.

For his own Goodnefs fake,

He faves my Soul from Shame:

tfe pardons (though my Guilt be great)

|

Thro' my Redeemer's Name.

i A L M XXV. 12, 14, 1 o, 13. Second Part.

Divine InfiruBion.

WHERE fnall the Man be found,

That fears t' offend his- God ;

That loves the Gofpel's joyful Sound,

And trembles at the Rod?

The Lord (hall make him know
The Secrets of his Heart,

The Wonders of his Cov'nant mow.
And all his Love impart.

The Dealing of his Hand
Are Truth and Mercy ftfl!,

With fuch as to his Cov'nant Hand,
And love to do his Will.

Their Souls mail dwell at Eafe
1 Before their Maker's Face,
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56 PSALM XXV.
Their Seed (hall taft* the Promife n nl

In their extenfive Grace.

PSALM XXV. is— 22. Third Part.

Difirefi of Soul: or, Backjliding and Defertion.

1 "JV /I INE Eyes and my Dcfire

iVA Are ever to the Lord;
I love to plead his Promifes,

And reft upon his Word.

2 Turn, turn thee to my Soul;

Bring thy Salvation near;

When will thy Hand reieafe my Feet

Out of the deadly Snare?

3 When fhall the fov'reign Grace
Of my forgiving God,

Reftore me from thofe dang'rous Ways
My wand'ring Feet have trod!

4 The Tumult of my Thoughts,
Doth but enlarge my Woe:

My Spirit languifhes, my Heart
Is defolate and low.

5 With ev'ry Morning Light

My Sorrow new begins;

Look on my Anguifh and my Pain,

And pardon all my Sins.

Pause.

6 Behold the Hofls of Hell f

How cruel is their Hate?

Againft my Life they rife, and join

Their Fury with Deceit.
T
^

I

7 O! keep my Soul from Death, . i
Nor put nay Hope to Shame,
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For I have plac

v
tl my only Truft

In my RedefimcfY Name.

With humble Faith I wait,

To - fee thy Face again ;

Of If>'ef it (hall ne'er be &1<£
X M J *

"He. fought the Lord in vain.'
,

PSALM XXVI.
!

Self- Examination: or, Evidences of Grace*

JUDGE me, O Lord, and prove my Ways,

J And try my Reins, and try my Heart;
My Faith upon thy Promife flays, .

Nor from thy Law my Feet depart.

I hate to walk, I hate to fit,

With Men of Vanity and Lies;

The Scoffer and the Hypocrite, -3n\W
Are the Abhorrence of mine Eyes*

Among!* thy Saints will I appear

With Hands well wafli'd in Innocence;

But when I (land before thy Bar,

The Blood of Christ is my Defence.

I Love thy Habitation, Lord,
Thy Temple where thine Honours dwell; -

There (hall I hear thy Holy Word,
And there thy Works of Wonders tell.

Let not my Soul be join'd at laft,

With Men of Treachery and Blooxi,

Since I my Days on Earth have pail

Among the Saints, and near my God.

- PSALM XXVII. i-6. Tirft
:

pMt.

T
The Church is our Delight and. Safety.

HE Lord of Glory is my Light;

And my Salvation too;

sqoH \m n



5% PSALM XXVII.
God is my Strength ; nor will I fear

What all my Foes can do.

2 One privilege my Heart defires

:

O ! grant me an Abode,
Among the Churches of thy Saints,

The Temples of my God.

3 There fhall I offer my Requefb,
And fee thy Beauty Hill:

Shall hear thy MtfTages of Love,
And there inquire thy Will.

4 When Troubles rife, and Storms appear,

There may his Children hide

;

God has a ftrong Pavilion, where
He makes my Soul abide.

5 Now (hall my Head be lifted high
Above my Foes around,

And Songs of Joy and Viclory
Within thy Temple found.

PSALM XXVII. ver. 8,9,13,14. Second Part

Prajer and Hope.

1 Q OO N as I heard my Father fay,

O " Ye Children, feek my Grace;"

IUy Heart reply'd without Delay,
" I'll feel: my Father's Face."

2 Let not thy Face be hid from mc,

Nor frown my SojI av.

God of my life, I fly to thee

In a diilrehing 1)

3 Should Friends and Kindred near and dear,

Leave mc to want cr die.

My God wouid make my Life his Care,

And all my Need u



PSALM XXIX. 59

My fainting Flefti had dy'd with Grief,

Had not my Soul believ'd,

To fee thy Grace provide Relief;

Nor was my Hope deceived.

Wait on the Lord, ye trembling Saints,

And keep your Courage up

;

He'll raife your Spirit when it faints,

And far exceed your hope.

PSALM XXIX.

Storm and Thunder*.

GIVE to the Lord, ye Sons of Fame,
Give to the Lord Renown and Pow'r;

Afcribe due Honours to his Name,
And his eternal Might adore.

! The Lord proclaims his Pow'r aloud,

Over the Ocean and the Land

;

His Voice divides the wat'ry Cloud,

|
And Light'nings blaze at his Command.

He fpeaks, and Tempeft, Hail, and Wind,
Lay the wide Foreil bare around ;

The fearful Hart, and frighted Hind,
Leap at the Terror of the Sound.

. To Lebanon he turns his Voice,

And lo, the ltately Cedars break;

The Mountains tremble at the Noife,

The Valleys roar, the Deferts quake.

' The Lord fits Sov'reign on the Flood;
The Thund'rer reigns for ever King:
But makes his Church his bleil Abode,
Where we his awful Glories fing.

) In gentler Language there, the Lord
The Counfels of his Grace imparts

;
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Amiilft the raging Storm, his Word
Speaks Peace and Courage 'to oar Hearts.

P S A L M XXX. Firft Part.

Sickne/s healed, and Sorrow removed.

i T Will extol Thee, Lord, on high,

A At thy Command Difeafes fly;

Who but a God can fpeak and fave,

From the dark Borders of the Grave ?

2 Sing to the Lord, ye Saints of his,

And tell how large his Goodnefs is:

Let all your Pow'rs rejoice, and blef

,

While you record his Holinefs.

3 Hh Anger but a Moment ftr.ys

;

His Love is Life and Length of Day; ;

Tho' Grief and Tears the Night employ,
The Morning-ilar reftores the Joy.

PSALM XXX. ver. 6. Second Part.

Health, Sickne/s, and Recovery.

i TjMRM was my Health, my Day was bright,

A. And I prefum'd 'twould ne'er be Night:

Fondly 1 faid within my Heart,
•' Pleafure and Peace mall ne'er depart.

1 *

2 Eut I forget thine Arm was flrone,

Which made my Mountain itand To long;

Soon as thy Face began to hide,

My Health was gene, my Comforts dy'd.

3 I cry'd aloud to the?, my God,
" What canft thou profit by my Blood?
" Deep in the Duft, an I declare

" Thy Truth, or fing thy Goodnefs there?

4 " Hear me, O God of Grace, I faid,

" And bring me from r.mong the Dead;"
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1

Thy Word rebuk'd the Pains I felt.

Thy pard'aing Love remov'd my Guilt.

My Groans, and Tears, and Forms of Woe,
Are turn'd to Joy and Praiies now

;

I throw my Sackcloth on the Ground,
And Eafe and Gladnefs gird me round.

My Tongue, the Glory of my Frame,
Shall ne'er be filent of thy Name;
Thy Praife fhall found thro' Earth and Beav'n,
For Sicknefs heal'd, and Sins forgiven.

SALM XXXI. 5,13-19,22,23. FirftPart.

Deliverance from Death.

INTO thine Hand, O Gqd of Truth,

My Spirit I commit;
Thou haft redeem'd my Soul from Death,
And fav'd me from the Pit.

.

The Pafliom of my Hope and Fear,

Maintain'd a doubtful Strife,

While Sorrow, Pain, and Sin confpir'd ,_
To take away my Life.

" My Times are in thy Hand," J cry'd,

" Tho' I draw near the.Dull;"
Thou art the Refuge where I hide,

The God in whom I truft.

O make thy reconciled Face
Upon thy Servant ihine,

And fave me for thy Mefcv's fake,

For I'm entirely thine. '

Pause.

['Twas in my Halle, my Spirit faid,

I muft defpair and die,
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" I am cut off before thine Eyes; ,>

But thou haft heard my Cry.]

6 Thy Goodnefs ! how divinely free!

How wond'rous is thy Grace!
To thofe that fear thy Majefty,

And truft thy Promifes.

7 O love the Lord, all ye his Saints,

And fing his Praifes loud;

He'll bend his Ear to your Complaints,

And recompenfe the Proud.

PS A LM XXXI. 7-
1 3,

18-21. Second Paf

Deliverance from Slander and Reproach.

1 A /f Y Heart rejoices in thy Name,
1V1 My God, my Help, my Truft;

Thou haft preferv'd ray Face from Shame,
Mine Honour from the Duft.

2 " My Life is fpent with Grief," I cry'd;
M My Years confum'd in Groans;

** My Strength decays, mine Eyes are dry'd, I

u And Sorrow waftes my Bones."

3 Among mine Enemies, my Name
Was a mere Proverb grown

;

While to my Neighbours, I became
Forgotten and unknown.

4 Slander and Fear on ev'ry Side,

Seiz'd and befct me round;

I to the Throne of Grace apply 'd,

And fpeedy Refcue found.

Pause.

5 How great Deliv'rance thou haft wrought
Before the Sons of Men

!
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The lying Lips to Silence brought

And made their Boaftings vain !

Thy Children from the Strife of Tongues,

Shall thy Payilion hide ;

Guard them from Infamy and Wrongs,

And crufh the Sons of Pride.

Within thy fecret Prefence, Lord,
Let me for ever dwell j

No fenced City wall'd and barr'd,

Secures a Samt fo well.

PSALM XXXII. Short Metre.

Torghvenefs of Sins upon Confejfion,

OBlefTed Souls are they#

Whofe Sins are cover'd o'er

Divinely bleft, to whom the Lord
Imputes their Guilt no more.

They mourn their Follies pail,

And keep their Hearts with Care;

Their Lips and Lives without Deceit,

Shall prove their Faith fincere.

While I conceal'd my Guilt,

I felt the feft'ring Wound ;

Till I confefs'd my Sins to Thee,
And ready Pardon found.

Let Sinners learn to pray,
' Let Saints keep near the Throne

;

Our Help in Times of deep Dirtref;,

Is found in God alone.
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PSALM XXXII. Common Metre.

Free Pardon andfineere Obedience: or, Confejten af

Forgivene/s.

HA]N
APPY the Man, to whom his Go

»

_ No more imputes his Sin

;

But wafh'd in the Redeemer's Blood,

Hath made his Garments clean !

2 Happy, beyond Expreffion, he

Whofe Debts are thus difcharg'd;

And from the gailty Bondage free,

He feels his Souf enlarged.

3 His Spirit hates Deceit and Lies,

His Words are all fincere,

He guards his Heart, he guards his Eyes,

To keep his Confcience clear.

4 While I my inward Guilt fupprcft,

No Quiet cculd I find :

Thy Wrath lay burning in my Bre~r,

And racked my tortur'd Mind.

5 Then I confeiVd my troubled Tho
,

My fee ret Sins revcal'd ;

Thy pard'ning Grace forgave my Fa

Thy Grace my Pardon feal'd.

6 Thi> (ball invite thy Saints to pray

;

When like a raging Flood

Temptations rife, our Strength and Stay,

Is a forgiving God.

P S A L
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SALM XXXIL FirftPart. Long Metre.

lepentanee and Free Pardon: or, Jujlijicaticn and
Sanftijication.

BLEST is the Man, for ever blefsM,

Whofe Guilt is pardon'd by his God,
Whofe Sins with Sorrow are confefs'd,

And covered with his Saviour's blood.

Blefl is the Man to whom the Lord
Imputes not his Iniquities;

He pleads no merit of Reward,
And not on Works, but Grace relies.

From Guile his Heart and Lips are free ;

His humble joy, his holy Fear,

With deep Repentance well agree,

And join to prove his Faith fmcere.

How glorious is that Righteoufnefs

That hides and cancels all his Sins ?

While a bright Evidence of Grace
Thro' his whole Life appears and fhines.

SALM XXXIL Second Part. Long Metre.

4guilty Confcience eafed by Confejffion and Pardon.

WHILE I keep Silence, and conceal

My heavy Guilt within my Heart,
What Torments doth my Confcience feel!

What Agonies of inward Smart

!

[ fpread my Sins before the Lord,
\nd all my fecret Faults confefs;

Thy Gofpel fpeaks a pard'ning Word,
Thy holy Spirit feal the Grace,

'or this fhall ev'ry humble Soul,

/lake fwift AddrefTes to thy Seat

:

D
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"When Floods of huge Temptations roll,

There (hall they find a bleft Retreat.

4 How fafe beneath thy Wings I lie,

When Days grow dark, and Storms appear?
And when I walk, thy watchful Eve
Shall guide me fafc from ev'ry Snare.

? S A L M XXXIII. Firft Part. Common Metre

Works of Creation and Providence.

1 T) EJOICE ye Righteous, in the Loud,
"* This Work belongs to you :

Sing of his Name, his Ways, his Word,
How holy, juil, and true

!

2 His Mercy and bis Righteoufnefs,

Let Heav'n and Earth proclaim ;

His Works of Nature and of Grace,
Reveal his wondrous Name.

3 His Wifdom and Almighty Word,
The heavenly Arches fpread :

And by the Spirit of the Lord,
Their mining Hoih were made.

4 He bid the liquid Waters flow

To their appointed Deep;
The flowing Seas therr Limits know,
And their own Station keep.

5 Ye Tenants of the fpacious Earth,

With Fear before him Hand :

He fpake, and Nature took its Birth,

And refts on his Command.

6 He fecrns the angry Nations
1

Rage,

And break? their vain Deflgns

;

HL Crur.fcl Jknds tl.ro' tv'ry A^e,

And in full L lory Ihines.
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PSALM XXXItl. SecondPart. Common Metre,

Creatures <vain, and God AlUfrjjicient

.

1 T) LEST is the Nation, where the Lord,
O Hath fix'd his gracious Throne;

Where he reveals his heav'nly Word,

And calls their Tribes his own.

2 His Eye with infinite Survey

Does the whole World behold 5

He form'd us all of equal Clay,

And knows our feeble Mould.

3 Kings are not refcu'd by the Force

Of Armies, from the Grave ;

Nor Speed nor Courage of an Horfe,

Can the bold Rider fave.

4 Vain is the Strength of Beads or Men,
To Hope for Safety thence :

But holy Souls from God obtain,

A ftrong and fure Defence.

5 God is their Fear and God their Truft,

When Plagues or Famine fpread ;

His watchful Eye fecures the Juft,

Amongft ten thoufand Dead.

S Lord, let our Hearts in thee rejoice,

And blefs us from thy Throne

;

For we have made thy Word our Choice,

And truft thy Grace alone*

PSALM XXXIII. Asthen 3thPfalm. FirftPan.

Works of Creation and Providence.

i "\Z E holy Souls, in God rejoice,

X Your Maker's Praife becomes your Voice j

Great is your Theme, your Songs be new ;

Sing of his Name, his Word, his Wap,
p 2
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His Works of Nature, and of Grace,
How wife and holy, jull and true f

2 Juflice and Truth he ever loves,

And the whole Earth his Goodnefs proves;
His Word the heav'nly Arches fpread

:

How wide they mine from North to South !

And by the Spirit of his Mouth
Were all the lhrry Armies made.

3 He gathers the wide flowing Seas,

(Thofe wat'ry Treafures know their Place)

In the vaft Storehoufe of the Deep :

He fpake, and gave all Nature Birth,

And Fires and Seas, and Heav'n and Earth,

His everlailing Orders keep.

4 Let Mortals tremble, and adore

A God of fuch refiftlefs Pow'r,

Nor dare indulge their feeble Rage :

Vain are your Thoughts, and weak your Elands

But his eternal Counfel lUnds,

And rules the World from Age to Age.

PSALM XXXIII. Astheii3thPfalm. Second Part.

Creatures njaitty and God Ali-fufficicnt.

i f\ Happy Nation, where the Lord
\^J Reveals the Treafure of his Word,

And builds his Church, his earthly Throne!

His Eye the Heathen World furveys,

He form'd their Hearts, he knows their Wl
But God their Maker is unknown.

2 Let Kings rely upon their Hoft,

And of his Strength the Champion boaltj

In vain they boalt, in vain rcl

Jn vain we trull the brutal Force,

Or Speed, or Courage of an Horfe,

To guard his Rider, or to fly.
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3 The Eye of thy Companion, Lord,
Doth more fecure Defence afford,

When Death or Dangers threading ftand :

Thy watchful Eye preferves the Juit,

Who make thy Name their Fear and Truft,

When Wars or Famine walte the Land.

j. In Sicknefs or the bloody Field,

Thou our Phyfician, thou our Shield,

Send us Salvation from thy Throne

:

We wait to fee thy Goodnefs mine \

Let us rejoice in Help divine,

For all our Hope is God alone.

S A L M XXXIV. Firft Part. Long Metre.

tOd'j Care ofthe Saints ; or, Deliverance by Prayer.

LORD, I will blefs thee all my Days,
Thy Praife {hall dwell upon my Tongue ;

My Soul fhall glory in thy Grace,

While Saints rejoice to hear the Song.

Come, magnify the Lord with me;
Come, let us ail exalt his Name :

I fought th' eternal God, and He
Has not expos'd my Hope to Shame.

I told him all my fecret Grief,

My fecret Groaning reach'd his Ears

;

He gave my inward Pains Relief,

And calm'd the Tumult of my Fears.

To him the Poor lift up their Eyes,

Their Faces feel the heav'nly mine ;

A Beam of Mercy from the Skits,

Fills them with Light and Joy divine.

His holy Angels pitch their Tents
Around the Men that ferve the Lord. :

d 3
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O Fear and love him, all his Saints,

Tafte of his Grace and trufl his Word.

6 The wild young Lions, pinch'd with Pain
And Hunger, roar thro' all the Wood ;

But none fhall feek the Lord in vain,

Nor want Supplies of real Good.

PSALM XXXIV. it- 22. Second Part

Long Metre.

Religious Education : or, Inftru&ions of Piety.

i /^Hildren, in Years, and Knowledge young,
Vy Your Parents Hope, your Parents Joy,
Attend the Counfels of my Tongue;
Let pious Thoughts your Minds employ.

2 If you defire a Length of Days,

And Peace to crown your mortal State,

Reftrain your Feet from impiou9 Ways,
Your Lips from Slander and Deceit.

3 The Eyes of God regard his Saint?,

His Ears are open to their Cries

;

He fets his frowning Face againli

The Sons of Violence and Lies.

4 To humble Souls and broken Heart?,

Gon with his Grace is ever nigh ;

Pardon and Hope his Love impart?,

When Men in deep Contrition lie.

5 He tells their Tears, he counts their Groan?,

His Son redeems their Souls from Death ;

His Spirit heals their broken Bones,

They in his Praife employ their Breath.
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PSAL U XXXIV. i— 10. Firft Part.

Common Metre.

Prayer and Praife for eminent Deliverances.-

'I
'LL blefs the Lord from Day to Day;
How good are all his Waysp

Ye humble Souls that ufe to pray,.

Come, help my Lips to praife.

2 Sing to the Honour of his Name,.
How a poor Suff'rer cry'd ; .

Nor was his Hope expos'd to Shame,
Nor was his Suit deny'd.

3 When threat'ning Sorrows round me ftoodj

And endlefs Fears arofe,

Like the loud Billows of a Flood,

Redoubling all my Woes;

4 I told the Lord my fore Di/lrefs,.

With heavy Groans and Tears ;

He gave my fharpeft Torments Eafe,.

And filenc'd all my Fears.

Pause.

5 [O Sinners ! come and tafte his Love,,

Come, learn his pleafant Ways

;

And let your own Experience prove

The Sweetnefs of his Grace.

6 He bids his Angles pitch their Tents
Round where his Children dwell,

What Ills their heav'nly Care prevents,

No earthly Tongue can tell.

J

7 [O love the Lord, ye Saints of his f

His Eye regards the Juft :

How richly blefs'd their Portion is,

Who make the Lord their TrufU
d 4



o Young Lions pinch d with Hunger roar,

And famifh in the Wood ;

Bur God fupplies his holy Poor
With evVy needful Good.

PSALM XXXIV. n-22. Second Part.

Common Mcire. y jr
' '/I

Exhortations to Peace and Holinefs.

' f^ OM E, Children, learn to fear the Lord j

V^ And that your Days be long,

Let not a falfe or fpiteful Word
Be found upon your Tongue.

2 Depart from Mifchief, practife Love,
Purfue the Works of Peace ;

So fl»all the Lord your Ways approve,

And fct your Souls at Eale.

3 His Eyes awake to guard the Juft,

His Ears attend their Cry ;

When broken Spirits dwell in Duft,

The God of Grace is nigh.

4 What tho' the Sorrows here they tafte

Are {harp and tedious too,

The Lord, who faves them all at laft,

Is their Supporter now.

5 Evil mall fmite the Wicked dead,

But God fecures his own,
Prevents the Mifchief when they Aide,

Or heals the broken Bone.

6 When Defolation like a Flood,

O'er the proud Sinner rolls,

Saints find a Refuge in their God,
For he redeem/u their Souls.
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PSALM XXXV. ,-9 . Fir* Pan.

|

}rayer and Faith ofperfecuted Saints ; or, Impreca-

tions mixed txith Charity.

|
0332 .SS-

NOW plead my Caufe, Almighty God,
With all the Sons of Strife;

And fight againft the Men of Blood,

Who fight againft my Life.

Draw out thy Spear, and ftop their Way,
Lift thine avenging Rod ;

But to my Soul in Mercy fay,

" I am thy Saviour God."

;

They plant their Snares to catch my Feet,

And Nets of Mifchief fpread ;

i Plunge the Deftroyers in the Pit

That their own Hands have made.
I

I. Let Fogs and Darknefs hide their Way,
And flipp'ry be their Ground ;

Thy Wrath fhall make their Lives a Prey,.

And all their Rage confound.

They fly like Chaff before the Wind,
Before thine angry Breath ;

The Angel of the Lord behind,

Purfues them down to Death.

They love the Road that leads to Hell

;

Then let the Rebels die,

Whofe Malice is implacable

Againft the Lord on high.

But if thou haft a chofen Few
Amongft that impious Race,

Divide them from the bloody Crew,
By thy furprifing Grace.

d 5



PSA]
S Then will I raife my tuneful- Voice,

To make thy Wonders known

:

In their Salvation I'll rejoice,

And blefs thee for my own.

PSALM XXXV. 12—14. Second Part.

Love to Enemies: or, The Love o/C n r i s t to Sinners,

typified in David.

1 T> Ehold! the Love, the gen'rous Love,D That holy David fhows;

Hark how his founding Bowels move,
To his affii&ed Foes

!

2 When they are fick, his Souls complains,

And feems to feel the Smart j

The Spirit of the Gofpel reigns,

And melts his pious Heart.

3 How did his flowing Tears condole,

As for a Brother dead!

And fafting mortify'd his Soul,

While for their Life he pray'd.

4. They groan'd, and curs'd him on their Bed,

Yet ftill he pleads and mourns %

And double Bleflings on his Head,
The righteous Geo returns.

5 O glorious Type of heav'nly Grace

!

Thus Ch ris t the Lord appears:

While Sinners curfe, the Saviour prays",*

And pities them with Tears.

6 He the true David, Ifr'ePs King,.

Bled and belov'd of God,
To (ave us Rebels dead in Sin,

Pay'd his own deareft blood.

3
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PSALM XXXVI. 5-9. Long Metre.

The Perfections and Providence ofGod ; or, General
Providence and Special Grace.

1 TJ I G H in the Heav'ns, eternal God t

X~L Thy Goodnefs in full Glory mines;

Thy Truth fhall break thro' ev'ry Cloud
That vails and darkens thy Defigns.

1 For ever firm thy Juftice Hands,

As Mountains their Foundations keep

;

"Wife are the Wonders of thy Hands '
r

Thy Judgments are a mighty Deep.

Thy Providence is kind and large,

Both Man and Beaft thy Bounty lhare ;

The whole Creation is thy Charge,
• But Saints are thy peculiar Care.

; My God ! how excellent thy Grace,

Whence all our Hope and Comfort fprings

:

The Sons of Adam in Diftrefs,

i Fly to the Shadow of thy Wings.

From the Provifions of thy Houfe,
We fhall be be fed with fweet Repair.

;

There Mercy like a River flows,

And brings Salvation to our Tafte.

Life, like a Fountain rich and free

Springs from the Prelence of my Lord ;

And in thy Light our Souls fhall fee

The Glories promisM in thy Word.

JALM XXXVI. 1, 2,5,6, 7, 9. Common Metre.

-aclical Atbcifm expofed : or, 'The Being and Attri-

butes of God ajferted.

wHILE Men grow; bold ih wicked W^\%
And yet a God they own,
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My Heart within me often fays, , . ,,

" Their Thoughts believe there's none."

« Their Thoughts and Ways at once declare,

(Whate'er their Lips profefs)

" God hath no Wrath for them to fear,
M Nor will they feek his Grace."

3 What flrange felf-flatt'ry blinds their Eyesf

But there's an hafi'ning Hour,
When they fhall fee with fore Surprife

The Terrors of thy Pcw'r.

4 Thy Juftice mail maintain its Throne,
Tho' Mountains melt awsy ;

Thy Judgments are a World unknown,
A deep unfathom'd Sea.

5 Above thefe Heav'ns created Rounds,

Thy Mercies, Lord, extend:

Thy Truth out-lives the narrow Bound?,

Where Time and Nature end.

6 Safety to Man thy Goodnefs brings,

Nor overlooks the Bead ;

Beneath the Shadow of thy Wings,

Thy Children choofe to reit.

7 [From thee, when Creature-ftreams run low,

And mortal Comforts die,

Perpetual Springs of Life fhall flow,

And raife our Pleafures high.

8 Tho' all created Light decay,

And Death clofc up our Eyes,

Thy Prefcnce makes eternal Day,

Where Clouds can never rife.J

*£ *
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PSALM XXXVI. 1-7- Short Metre,

'be Wlckednefs of Man, and the Majefiy ofGo D : or,

PracticalAtheifm expofed.

WHEN Man grows bold in Sin,

My Heart within me cries,

" He hath no Faith of God within,

« Nor Fear before his Eyes."
r

[He walks a while conceal'd,

In a Self-flatt'ring Dream,
Till his dark Crimes, at Once reveal'd,

Expofe his hateful Name.]

I His Heart is falfe and foul,

His Words are fmooth and fair ;

Wifdom is banifh'd from his Soul,

And leaves no Goodnefs there.

He plots upon his Bed,

New Mifchiefs to fulfil

;

He fets his Heart, his Hand, his Head,
To pra&ife all that's ill.

But there's a dreadful God,
Tho' Men renounce his Fear ;

His Juflice, hid behind the Cloud,

Shall one great Day appear.

His Truth tranfcends the Sky;
In Heav'n his Mercies dwell

;

Deep as the Sea his Judgments lie,

His Anger burns to Hell.

How excellent his Love !

Whence all our Safety fprings

:

O never 1st my Soul remove
From underneath his Wings

!



73 PSAL M XXXVII.

PSALM XXXVII. i— 15. FirftPart.

The Curt of Envy, Fretfulnefs and Unbelief : or, TV

Rewards ofthe Righteous, and the Wicked: or, 77

World's Hatred, and the Saints Patience.

» \\ HY ftiould I vex my Soul, and fret

V V To fee the Wicked rife ?

Or envy Sinners, waxing great

By Violence and Lies ?

2 As flow'ry Grafs cut down at Noon,
Before the Ev'ning fades,

So mall their Glories vanifh foon

In everlaiting Shades.

3 Then let me make the Lord my Truft^

And prattile all that's Good ;

So (hall I dwell among the Juft,

And he'll provide me Food.

4 I to my God my Ways commit,
And chearful wait his Will

;

Thy Hand, which guides my doubtful Feet,

Shall my Defires fulfil.

5 Mine Innocence (halt thou difplay,

And make thy Judgments known,
Fair as the Light of dawning Day,
And glorious as the Noon.

6 The Meek, at laft the Earth pofFefs,

And are the Heirs of Heav'n :

True Riches with abundant Peace

To humble Souls are giv'n.

Pause.

7 Reft in the Lord, and keep his Way,.

Nor let your Anger rife,

Tho' Providence (hould long delay

To puniih haughty Vice.
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Jet Sinners join to break your Peace,

And plot, and rage, and foam ;

The Lord. derides them, for he fees

Their Day of Vengeance come.

They have drawn out the threat'ning Sword?
Have bent the murd'rous Bow,

To flay the Men that fear the Lord,
And bring the Righteous low.

My God fhall break their Bows, and burn
Their perfecuting Darts

;

Jhall their own Swords againft them turn,

And Pain furprife their Hearts.

\LM XXXVII. 1 6, 21, 26^-31. Second Part:

\irity to the Poor: or, Religion in Words and Deeds*

WHYdo the wealthy Wicked boaft,

And grow profanely bold ?

The meaneft Portion of the Juft,

Excels the Sinner's Gold.

The Wicked borrows of his Friends,

But ne'er defigns to* pay

;

The Saint is merciful, and lends,

Nor turns the Poor away,

-lis Alms, with lib'ral Heart he gives

Amongfl the Sons of Need

;

lis Mem'ry to long Ages lives,

And bleffed is his Seed.

iis Lips abhor to talk profane,

To flander or defraud j

iis ready Tongue declares to Men
What he has learn'd of God.

The Law and Gofpel of the Lord,
Deep in his Heart abide -,
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Led by the Spirit and the Word,

His Feet (hall never Aide.

6 When Sinners fall, the Righteous ftan<Jr

Preferv'd from ev'ry Snare j

They ihall pofiefs the promis
:

d Land,
And dwell for ever there.

PSALM XXXVII. 23-37. Third Par!

I

The Way and End ofthe Righteous and the Wicked.

1 AT Y God, the Steps of pious Men
1V1 Are order'd by thy Will;

Tho* they fhould fall, they rife again,

Thy Hand fupports them Hill. ,

2 The Lord delights to fee their Ways,
Their Virtues he approves :

He'll ne'er deprive them of his Grace,

Nor leave the Men he loves.

3 The heav'nly Heritage is theirs,

Their Portion and their Home:
He feeds them now, and makes them Htiri

Of Bleflings long to come.

4 Wait on the Lord, ye Sons of Men,
Nor fear when Tyrants frown ;

Ye mail confefs their Pride was vain,

When Juftice calls them down.

Pause.

5 The haughty Sinner have I feen,

Not fearing Man nor God,
Like a tall Bay-tree fair and green,

Spreading his Arms abroad.

6 And Io, he vaninYd from the Ground,
Deflroy'd by Hands unfecn;
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1

Nor Root, nor Branch, nor Leaf was found,

Where all that Pride had been.

But mark the Man of Righteoufnefs,

His fev'ral Steps attend ;

True Pleafure runs thro' all his Ways,
And peaceful is his End.

PSALM XXXVIII.
i

lilt ofConfcience and Relief : or, Repentance y and
Prayerfor Pardon and Health.

AMIDST thy Wrath remember Love ;

Reflore thy Servant, Lord \

Nor let a Father's chaft'ning prove

Like an Avenger's Sword.

Thine Arrows flick within my Heart,

My Flefh is forely preft

;

Between the Sorrow and the Smart,

My Spirit finds no Reft,

vly Sins a heavy Load appear,

And o'er my Head are gone ;

Too heavy they for me to bear,

Too hard for me t' atone.

Vly Thoughts are like a troubled Sea,

My Head Hill bending down ;

\nd T go mourning all the Day,
Beneath my Father's Frown.

-•ord, I am weak and broken fore,

None of my Pow'rs are whole ;

The inward Anguifh makes me roar,
The Anguifh of my Soul.

Ul my Defire to thee is known,
Thine Eye counts ev'ry Tear,

Ind ev'ry Sigh, and ev'ry Groan
Is notic'd by thine Ear.



82 PSALM XXXIX.
7 Thou art my God, my only Hope ;

My God will hear my Cry,

My God will bear my Spiiit up,

When Satan bids me die.

8 [My Foot is ever apt to Aide,

My Foes rejoice to fee' ;

Theyraife their Pleafures :.»d their Pride,

When they fupplam my Feet.

9 But 1*11 confefs my Guilt to thee,

And grieve for all my Sin

;

I'll mourn how weak my Graces be,

And beg Support Divine.

10 My God, fcrgive my Follies paft,

And be for ever nigh ;

O Lord.of my Salvation, hafte,

Before thy Servant die !]

PSALM XXXIX. i, 2, i. Firfl Par:.

Watchfulnefs over the Tongue: or, Prudtnce andZ^

i HTHUS I refolv'd before the Lord,
JL * Now will I watch my Tongue,.
" Left I let flip one finful Word,
" Or do my Neighbour Wrong."

2 And if I'm e'er conftrain'd to flay

With Men of Lives profane,

I'll fet a double Guard that Day,
Nor let my Talk be vain.

3 I'll fcarce allow my Lips to fpeak

The pious Thoughts I feel,

Left Scoffers fhould th' Occafion take,,

To mock my holy Zeal,
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PSALM XXtflX. 85

fet if fome proper Hour appear,

I'll not be over-aw'd,

»ut let the fcoffing Sinners hear,

That I can fpeak for God.

S A L M XXXIX. 4—7. Second Parf.

The Vanity of Man as mortal,

TEACH me the Meafure of my Days,
Thou Maker of my Frame !

[ would furvey Life's narrow Space,

And learn how frail I am.

\ Span is all that we can boafr,

An Inch or two of Time ;

VTan is but Vanity and Duft,

In all his Flow'r and Prime.

See the vain Race of Mortals move,
Like Shadows o'er the Plain ;

rhey rage and drive, defire and love,

But all their Noife is vain.

Some walk in Honour's gaudy Show,
Some dig for golden Ore ;

They toil for Heirs, they know not who,
And ftraight are feen no more.

What mould I wifh, or wait for then,

From Creatures, Earth, and Dull?

They make our Expectations vain,.

And difappoint our Truft.

Now I forbid my carnal Hope,
My fond Defires recall;

I give my mortal Tnt'reft up,

And make my God my All
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PSALM XXXIV. -i 3 . Third Part

Sick-Bed Devotion: or, ?leading without Re;.'n . .

i Z^1 O D of my Life, look gently down,
VJ Behold the Pains I feel;

But I am dumb before thy Throne,
Nor dare difpute thy Will.

2 Difeafes are thy Servants, Lord ;

They come at thy Command :

I'll not attempt a murm'ring Word,
Againit thy ehail'ning Hand.

3 Yet I may plead with humble Crie?,
" Remove thy (harp Rebukes f\

My Strength confumes, my Spirit dies,

Thro' thy repeated Strokes.

4 Crufh'd as a Moth beneath thy Hand,
We moulder to the Duft

;

Our feeble Pou'rs can ne'er withftand,

And all our Beauty's loft.

5 [This mortal Life decays apace,

How foon the Bubble's broke !

Adam, and all his nura'rous Race,

Are Vanity and Smoke.

6 I'm but a Sojourner below,

As all my Fathers were ;

May I be well prepar'd to go,

When I the Summons hear.

7 But if my Life be fpar'd awhile,

Before mv Uft Remove,

Thy Praife '(hall be ray Bufinefs Hill,

And I'll declare thy Love.]

S3
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5ALM XL. 1,2,3,5,17. FirflPart.

Common Metre.

A Song of Deliverancefrom great Diflrefs,

Waited patient for the Lord,
. He bow'd to hear my Cry :

[e faw me reiling on his Word,
And brought Salvation nigh.

e rais'd me from a horrid Pit,

Where mourning long I lay ;

nd from my Bonds releas'd my Feet,

Deep Bonds of miry Clay.

rm on a Rock he made me Hand,

And taught my chearful Tongue,

p praife the Wonders of his Hand,
In a new thankful Song.

1 fpread his Works of Grace abroad }

(The Saints with Joy mail hear,

id Sinners learn to make my God,
Their only Hope and Fear.

)w many are thy Thoughts of Love \

Thy Mercies, Lord, how great!

\
e have not Words, nor Hours enough,
Their Numbers to repeat.

hen I'm afflicted, poor and low,

And Light and Peace depart,

/ God beholds my heavy Woe,
And bears me on his Heart.

jM XL. 6—9. Second Part. Common Metre.

the Incarnation and Sacrifice of C H r i s t.

"HUS faith the Lord, " Your Work is vain,

1

" Give your Burnt Offerings o'er ;

[n dying Goats and Bullocks flain

I* My Soul delights no more."
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z Then fpake the Saviour, " Lo, I'm here,

I
M My God, to d

" Whate'er thy facred - declare,
" Thy Servant

3 " Thy Law is c e] in my Si

" I keep it near my Heart ;

" Mine E:irs are opcn'J with Delight
" To what thy Lips impart."

4 And fee, the bleft: Redeemer comes I

Th' eternal Son appears

!

And at th' appointed Time affumes

The Body God prepares.

5 Much he reveal' J. his Father's Grace.

And much his Truth he fhew'd,

And preach'd the Way of Righteoufnefs,

Where, great Aflemblies flood.

6 His Father's Honour touch'd his Heart,

He pity'd Sinners Cries,

And to fulfil a Saviour's Part,

Was made a Sacrifice.

Pause.

7 No Blood of Beafls on Altars fried,

Could wafh the Confcience clean j

But the rich Sacrifice he paid

Atones for all our Sin.

8 Then was the great Salvation fpread,

And Satan*3 Kingdom fhook ;

Thus by the Woman's promis'd Seed,

The Serpent's Head was broke.

81 EJ
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PSALM XL. 5—10. Long Metre.

Ch r 1 st cur Sacrifice.

"THE Wonders, Lord, thy Love has wrought,
Exceed our Praife, furmount our Thought

;

hould I attempt the long Detail,

ly Speech would faint, my Numbers fail.

Jo Blood of Beafts on Altars fpilt,

'an cleanfe the Souls of Men from Guilt;

ut thou haft fet before our Eyes,

in all-fufficient Sacrifice.

^0 ! thine eternal Son appears

!

"0 thy Defires he bows his Ears;

\ffumes a BoJy well prepar'd,

vnd well performs a Work fo hard.

Behold, I come," (the Saviour cries,

Vith Love and Duty in his Eyes)

I come to bear the heavy Load
Of Sins, and do thy Will, my Gob.

'Tis written in thy great Decree,

'Tis in thy Book foretold of Me,
I mull fulfil the Saviour's Part

;

And lo ! thy Law is in my Heart.

I'll magnify thy holy Law,
And Rebels to Obedience draw,

When on my Crofs I'm lifted higfl,

Or to my Crown above the Sky

:

The Spirit (hall defcend, and fhow
What thou haft done, and what I do;
The wond'ring World fhall learn thy Grace.,

Thy Wifdom, and thy Righteoufuefsv"
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PSALM XLI. 1,2,3.

Charity to the Poor : or, Pity to the AjfliZLed.

1 T3LEST is the Man whofe Bowels move
JlJ And melt with Pity to the Poor;
Whofe Soul by fympathizing Love,

Feels what his Fellow-Saints endure.

2 His Heart contrives for their Relief,

More Good than his own Hands can do;
He in the Time of gen'ral Grief,

Shall find the Lord has bowels too.

3 His Soul mall live fecure on Earth,

With fecret Lleflings on his Head,
When Drought, and Pertilence, and De
Around him multiply their Dead.

4 Or if he languiih on his Couch,
God will pronounce his Sins forgiv'n,

Will fave him with a healing Touch,
Or take his willing Soul to Her.v'n.

PSALM XLII. 1—5. Firil Part.

Defertion and Hope: or, Complaint of Abfenet

from public Wovjhip.

i TI7ITH earneil: Longings of the Mind
VV My God, to thee I look;

So pants the hunted Hart to find,

And taltes the cooling Brook.

2 When fhall I fee thy Courts of Grace,

And meet my God again?

So long an Abience from thy Face

My Heart endures with Pain.

3 Temptations vex my weary Soul,

Ana Tears are my Repair.

;

Th
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The Foe infults without Controul,
u And where's your God at laft?"

'Tis with a mournful PJeafure now
I think on ancient Days

:

Then to thy Houfe did Numbers go
And all our Work was Praife.

But why's my Soul funk down fo far

Beneath this heavy Load ?

Why do my Thoughts indulge Defparr,

And fin againft my God ?

Hope in the Lord, whofe mighty Hand
Can all thy Woes remove

;

For I mall yet before him ftand,

And fing reftoring Love.

PSALM XLIL 6_i 1. Second Part.

Melancholy Thoughts reproved: or, Hope in AjjUftion.

TV /T Y Spirit finks within me, Lord;
JlVx B ut * will ca^ tny Name to mind,

And Times of paft Diftrefs record,

When I have found my God was kind.

Huge Troubles with tumultuous Noife

Swell like a Sea, and round me fpread ;

Thy Water-Spouts drown all my Joys,

And rifing Waves roll o'er my Head.

Yet will the Lord command his Love,

When I addrefs his Throne by Day

;

Nor in the Night his Grace remove;
' The Night fhall hear me fing and pray.

I'll caft myfelf before his Feet,

And fay, " My God, my heav'nly Rock !

'

" Why doth thy Love to long forget
" The Soul that grones beneath thy Stroke ?

£
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5 I'll chide my Heart that finks fo low,
Whv fhould my Soul indulge her Grief?

Hope in the Lord, and praife him too;

He is my Rcit, my fure Relief.

6 Thy Light and Truth (hall guide me ftill

;

Thy Word (hall my belt Thoughts employ,
And lead me to thy heav'nly Hill,

My God, my molt exceeding Joy!

PSALM XLIV. i, 2, 3, 3, 15-26.

The Church's Complaint in Perfecution.

1 T ORD, we have heard thy Works of old,

A ^ Thy Works of Pow'r and Grace,

When to our Ears our Fathers told

The Wonders of their Days.

2 How thou didfl build thy Churches here,

And make thy Gofpel known;
Amongft them did thine Arm appear,

Thy Light and Glory (hone.

3 In God they boafted all the Day;
And in a chearful Throng

Did Thoufands meet to praife and pray;
And Grace was all their Song.

4 But now our Souls are feiz'd with Shame,
Confufion fills our Face,

To hear the Enemy blafpheme,

And Fools reproach thy Grace.

5 Yet have we not forgot our God,
Nor falily dealt with Heav'n ;

Nor have our Steps declin'd the Road
Of Duty thou haft giv'n.

6 Tho' Dragons all around us rore

"^'H their Jeftruclive Breath,
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And thine own Hand has bruis'd us fore,

Hard by the Gates of Death.

Pause.

7 We are expos'd all Day to die

As Martyrs for thy Caufe,

As Sheep for Slaughter bound we lie

By (harp and bloody Laws.

8 Awake, arife, Almighty Lord!
Why fleeps thy wonted Grace?

Why mould we look like Men abhorr'd,

Or banifh'd from thy Face ?

5 Wilt thou for ever call us cfF,

And dill negledt our Cries?

For ever hide thy heav'nly Love
From our afRi&ed Eyes?

10 Down to the Duft our Soul is bow'd 5

And dies upon the Ground;
Rife for our Help, rebuke the Proud,

And all their Pow'rs confound.

11 Redeem us from perpetual Shame,
Our Saviour and our God;

1 We plead the Honours of thy Name,
The Merits of thy Blood.

PSALM XLV. Short Metre Firfl Part.

The Glory o/Christ; the Success of. the Go/pel;

and the Gentile Church.

:• A /fY Saviour and my King,

JA * Thy Beauties are Divine

;

Thy Lips with Bleflings overflow;

And ev'ry Grace is thine.

5 Now make thy Glory known;
Gird on thy dreadful Sword,
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And ride in Majefty to fpread

The Conquefb of thy Word.

3 Strike thro' thy ftubborn Foes,

Or melt their Hearts t' obey;
While Juftice, Meeknefs, Grace and Truth,
Attend thy glorious Way.

4 Thy Laws, O God, are right;

Thy Thrcne (hall ever fta'nd

:

And f liy victorious Goipel proves

A Scepter in thy Hand.

5 [Thy Father and thy God
Hath without Meafure fhed

His Spirit, like a jojfu) Oil

T' anoint thy facred Head.]

6 [Behold at thy right Hand
The Gentile Church is feen,

Like a fair Bride in rich Attire,

And Princes guard the Queen.]

7 Fair Bride, receive his Love:
Forget thy Father's Houfe

;

Forfake thy Gods, thy Idol-gods,

And pay thy Lord thy Vows.

8 O let thy God and King
Thy fweeteft Thoughts employ;

Thy Children (hall his Honour fing

In Palaces of Joy.

PSALM XLV. Firft Part. Common Met*

The perfonal Glories and Goierment o/Qhki st.

I 'LL (peak the Honours of my King:
1 His Form divinely fair

;

None of the Sons of mortal Race
May with the Lord compare.
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Sweet is thy Speech, and luav'nly Grace
Upon thy Lips is fried:

Thy God with Bleflings infinite

Hath crown'd thy facred Head.

Gird on thy Sword, victorious Prince!

Ride with majeftic Sway :

Thy Terror fhali ftrike thro
1

thy Foes;

And make the World obey.

Thy Throne, O God, for ever ftands

;

Thy Word of Grace (hall prove

A peaceful Scepter in thy Hands,
To rule thy Saints by Love.

Juftice and Truth attend thee ftill,

But Mercy is thy Choice

;

And God, thy God, thy Soul mall fill

With moft peculiar Joys.

'SALM XLV. Firft Part. Long Metre.

The Glory of Christ, and the Power ofhis GofpeL

NOW be my Heart infpir'd to fing

The Glories of my Saviour-King,

Jesus the Lord ; how heav'nly fair

His Form ! how bright his Beauties are

!

O'er all the Sons of human Race
He fhines with a fuperior Graces
Love from his Lips divinely flows,

j
And Bleflings all his State compofe.

Drefs thee in Arms, moil mighty Lord !

I Gird on the Terror of thy Sword

!

In Majefty and Glory ride,

With Truth and Meeknefs at thy Side.

Thine Anger, like a pointed Dart,

Shall pierce the Foes of ftubborn Heart:

* 2
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Or Words of Mercy, kind and fweet,
Shall melt the Rebels at thy Feet.

5 Thy Throne, O God, for ever Hands;
Grace is the Scepter in thy Hands ;

Thy Law* and Work* are ju.l and right;

Juiticc and Grace are thy Delight.

6 God, thine own Gcd, has richly (bed
His Oil of (jjadi.cfs on thy Head,
And with his facred Spirit blcil

His firft-born Son above the Reft.

PSALM XLV. Second Part. Long Metre*

Christ and his Church ; or, the Myjiical Marria^

i "rHE King of Siintf, how fair his Face,

AdornM with Majefty and Grace!

He comes with BlefTwgs from Above,
And wins the Nations to his Love.

2 At his right Hand onr Eyes behold

The Queen array'd in pureft Gold :

The World admires her ru-av'nly Drcfs;

Her Robe of Joy and Rightcoufnefs.

3 He forms her Beauties like his own;
He calls and feats her mar his Throne:
Fair Stranger, let thine Heart forget

The Idols of thy native State.

4 So (hall the Kin£ the more rejoice

In thee, the Fav'rite of his Choice;

Let him be lov'd, and yet ador'd,

For he's thy Maker and thy Lo rd.

5 O happy Hour, when thou (halt rife

To his fair Palace in the Skies,

And ;:ll thy Sons (a num'rous Train)

Bach like a Prince in Glory reign.

1
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Let endlefs Honours crown his Head ;

Let ev'ry Age his Praifes fpread;

While we with chearful Songs approve

The Condefcenfions of his Love.

PSALM XLVI. Firft Part.

The Church's Safety and Triumph among National '

Defolations.

GOD is the Refuge of his Saints,

When Storms of fharp Diflrefs invade;

Ere we can offer our Complaints,

Behold him profent with his Aid.

Let Mountains from their Seats be hurPd
Down tro the Deep, and buried there

:

Convulfions (hake the folid World,

Oar Faith fhall never yield to Fear.

Loud may the troubled Ocean rore,

In facred Peace our Souls abide;

While ev'ry Nation, ev'ry Shore,

Trembles, and dreads the fwelling Tide.

There is a Stream, whofe gentle P^ow
Supplies the City of our God :

Life, Love and Joy, ftill gliding thro',

And wat'ring our divine Abode.

That facred Stream, thine holy Word,
That all our raging Fear controuls :

Sweet Peace thy Promiies afford,

And give new Strength to fainting Souls.

Sion enjoys her Monarch's Lovs,
Secure againlt a threat'ning dour;
Nor can her firm Foundations move,
Build on his Truth, and arm'd with Pow'r,

E 4
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Govfightsfor bis Church.

i T ET Sion in her King rejoice,

JLj Tho' Tyrants rage, and Kingdoms rife;

He utters his Almighty Voice,

The Nations melt, the Tumult dies.

2 The Lord of old for Jacob fought;

And Jacob's Gon is dill our Aid;

Behold the Works his Hand have wrought \

What Defolations he ha3made!

3 From Sea to Sea thro' all the Shores

He makes the Noife of Battle ceafe:

When from on high his Thunder rores,

He awes the trembling World to Peace.

4 He breaks the Bow, he cuts the Spear;

Chariots he burns with heav'nly Flame

;

Keep Silence all the Earth, and hear

The Sound and Glory of his Name.

5 " Be ftill, and learn that I am God ;

M I'll be exalted o'er the Lands;
44 I will be known and fear'd abroad ;

44 But ftill my Throne in Sion flands."

6 O Lord of Hoffc, Almighty King!
While we fo near thy Prefence dwell,

Our Faith fhall fit fecure and fing

Defiance to the Gates of Hell.

PSALM XLVII.

Christ A/cending and Reigning.

For a Shout of facred Joy
To God the Sov'reign King!

Let ev'ry Land their Tongues employ,

And Hymns of Triumph ling.

o
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Jestts our God afcends on high!

His heav'nly Guards around,

Attend him nfing thro' the Sky
With Trumpet's joyful Sound.

While Angels fhout and praife their King>

Let Mortals learn their Strains

:

Let all the Earth his Honour fing;

O'er all the Earth he reigns.-

Rehearfe his Praife with Awe profound;

Let Knowledge lead the Song;
Nor mock him with a folemn Sound,

Upon a though tlefs Tongue.

In Ifr'el flood his ancient Throne;
He lov'd that chofen Race:

But now he calls the World his own,
And Heathens tafte his Grace.

The Britifh Iflands are the Lord's,
There Abraham's God is known;

While Pow'rs and Princes, Shields and Swords,
Submit before his Throne.

PSALM XLVIII. i—8. Firil Part.

The Church is the Honour and Safety ofa Nation,

[/^ REAT is the Lord out God,
VJ And let his Praife be great;

He makes his Churches his Abode,
His moll delightful Seat.

Thefe temples of his Grace,

How beautiful they ftand !

The Honours of our native Place,

And Bulwarks of our Land.]

In Sion God is known,
A Refuge in Diftrefs

;

b 3

I
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How bright has his Salvation fhone

Through all her Palaces!

4 When Kings againft her join'd,

And faw the Lord was there,

In wild Confufion of the Mind
They fled' with hafty Fear.

5 When Navies tall and proud

Attempt t(j fpoil our Peace,

He fends his Tempelt roring loud,

And finks them in the Seas.

6 Oft have our Father's told,

Our Eyes have often feen,

How well our God fecurcs the Fold
Where his own Sheep have been.

7 In ev'ry new Diftrefs

We'll to his Houfe repair,

We'll think upon his wond'rous Grace,
And feek Deliv'rance there.

PSALM XLVIII. 10-14. Second Part.

1be Beauty cftke Church ; or, Go/pel Worjhip and
Order.

FA R as thy Name is known,
The World declares thy Praife ;

Thy Saints, O Lord, before thy Throne,
Their Songs of Honour raiie.

With Joy let Judah ftand

On Sion's chofen Hill,

Proclaim the Wonders of thy Hand,
And Counfels of thy Will.

Let Strangers walk around

The City where we dwell,

6
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Compafs and view thine holy Ground,

And mark the Building well

:

} The Orders of thy Houfe,

The Worfhip of thy Court,

The chearful Songs, the folemri Vows,
And make a fair Report.

; How decent and how wife [

How glorious to hehold!

Beyond the Pomp that charms the Eyes,

And Rites adorn'd with Gold.

» The God we worjhip now
Will guide us till we die;

Will be our God while here below,
And ours above the Sky.

>SALM XLIX. 6—14. FirftPart. Common Metre.

Pride and Death) or, the Vanity ofLife and Riches.

i: 1I7HY doth the Man of Riches grow
V V To Infolence and Pride,

j To fee his Wealth and Honours flow

With ev'ry rifmg Tide?

|t [Why doth he treat the Poor with Scorn,

Made of the felf-fame Clay,

And boaft as tho* his Flefh was born
Of better Duft than they?]

Not all his Treafures can procure

His Soul a fhort Reprieve,

; Redeem from Death one guilty Hour,
Or make his Brother live.

, [Life is a Blefling can't be fold,

The Ranfom is too high;

Juitice will ne'er ibe.brib'd with Gold,
That Man may never die.]
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5 He fees the Brutiffi and the Wife,

The Tim'rous and the Brave,

Quit their Pofleflion, crofe their Eyes,
And haften to the Grave.

6 Yet 'tis his inward Thought and Pride,—
" My Houfe fhall ever Hand:

" And that my Name may long abide,
" I'll give it to my Land."

7 Vain are his Thoughts, his Hopes are loft;

How foon his Mem'ry dies!

His Name is written in the Duft
Where his own Carcafs lies.

Paus!.

8 This rs the Folly of their Way;
And yet their Sons, as vain,

Approve the Words their Father fay,

And aft their Works again.

9 Men void of Wifdom and of Grace,
If Honour raife them high,

Live like the Beaft, a thoughtlefs Race,

And like the Beaft they die.

10 [Laid in the Grave like filly Sheep,

Death feeds upon them there,

Till the laft Trumpet breaks their Sleep,

In Terror and Defpair.]

PartiPSALM XLIX. ver. 14,15. Second
Common Metre.

Death and the Refumttion.

1 \^E Sons of Pride, that hate the Jurt,

X And trample on the Poor,

When Death has brought you down to Dult,

Your Pomp (hall rife no more.
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The Iaft great Day (hall change the Scene;

When will that Hour appear?
'

When fhall the Juft revive, and reign

O'er all that fcornM them here?

God will my naked Soul receive,

When fep'rate from the Flefh;

And break the Prifon of the Grave,

To raife my Bones afrefh.

Heav'n is my everlalling Hornet

Th* Inheritance is fure

;

Let Men of Pride their Rage refume,

But I'll repine no more.

PSALM XLIX. Long Metre.

he Rich Sinner's Death, andthe Saint*sRefurreftion*

WHY do the Proud infult the Poor,

And boaft the large Eftates they have?

How vakt are Riches to fecure

Their haughty Owners from the Grave f

;
They can't redeem one Hour from Death,

! With all the Wealth in which they truft;

Nor give a dying Brother Breath,

! When God commands him down to Duft,

There the dark Earth and difmal Shade

Shall clafp their naked Bodies round;

That Flefh fo delicately fed.

Lies cold, and molders in the Ground.

. Like thoughtlefs Sheep the Sinner dies,

Laid in the Grave for Worms to eat;

The Saints mail in the Morning rife,

And find th' OpprefTor at their Feet,

;

His Honours perifh in the Duft,

And Pomp and Beauty, Birth and Blood -,
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That glorious Day exalts the Juft

To full Dominion o'er the Proud.

6 My Saviour fhalr my Life reftore,

And raife me from my dark Abode :

My Flefh and Soul mall part no more

;

But dwell for ever near my God.

PSALM L. i— 6. FirilPart. Common Metre.

The la/l Judgment ; or, the Saints rewarded.

1 ^pHE Lord, the Judge, before his Throne

X Bids the whole Earth draw nigh :

The Nations near the rifing Sun,

And near the Weftern Sky.

2 No more mall bold Blafphemers fay,

" Judgment will ne'er begin;"

No more abufe his long Delay,

To Impudence and Sin.

g Thron'd on a Cloud our God mall come,
Bright r lames prepare his Way;

Thunder and Darknefs, Fire and Storm,

Lead on the dreadful Day.

4 Keav'n from above his Call mail hear,

Attending Angels come;
And Earth and Hell fhall know and fear

His Juftice and their Doom.

5 " But gather all my Saints," he cries,

M That made their Peace with God
" By the Redeemer's bacrifice,

u And feal'd it with his Blood.

6 u Their Faith and Works brought forth to Light
** Shall make the World confefs

" My Sentence of Reward is right,

" And Heav'n adore my Grace."
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ALM L. ver. 8, 10, u, 14, 15, 23. Second Part*

Common Metre.

J

Obedience is better than Sacrifice*

THUS faiththeLoRD, <
< The fpacious Fields,

" And Flocks and Herds are mine;

f O'er all the Cattle of the Hills,

" I claim a Right Divine.

" I afk no Sheep for Sacrifice,
u Nor Bullocks burnt with Fire

;

" To hope and love, to pray and praife,

" Is all that I require.

P Call upon me when Trouble's near,
" My Hand (hall fet thee free j

I Then mail thy thankful Lips declare
«* The Honour due to Me. ;

* The Man that offers humble Praife,

" He glorifies me bell:

•' And thofe that tread my holy Ways,
•' Shall my Salvation taile."

SALM L. ver. 1, 5, 8, 16, 21, 22. Third Fart..

Common Metre.

The Judgment of Hypocrites,

WHEN Chr 1 st to Judgment fhall defcend,

And Saints furround their Lord,
He calls the Nations to attend,

And hear his awful Word.

" Not for the want of Bullocks flain

" Will 1 the World reprove;

W Altars and Rites and Forms are vain,
«« Without the Fire of Love.
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3
'* And what hare Hypocrites to do
" To bring their Sacrifice?

" They call my Statutes juit and true,
" But deal in Theft and Lies.

4 <* Could you expect, to Tcape my Sight,
" And fin without controul?

u But I (hall bring your crimes to light,

" With Anguifh'in your boul."

5 Confider ye, that flight the Lord,
Before his Wrath appear;

If once you fall beneath his Sword,
There's no Deliv'rer there. ,

PSALM L. Long Metre.

Hypoerijy expofed.

i ^HT^HE Lord, the Judge, his Churches warns,]

X Let Hypocrites attend and fear,

Who place their Hope in Rite* and Forms,
But make not Faith nor Love their Care.

2 Vile Wretches dare rehearfe his Name,
With Lips of Filhood and Deceit;

A Friend or Brother they defame,

And footh and ftatter thole they hate.

3 They watch to do their Neighbours Wrong,
Yet dare to feek their Maker's Face

;

They take his CoVntnt on their Tongue,
But break his Law?, abufe his Grace.

4 To Heav'n they lift their Hands unclean,

DeftTd with Luft, defiYd with Blood

;

By Night they praftife cr'ry Sin,

By Day their Mouths draw near to God»

5 And while his Judgments long delay,

They grow fecure arrd fin the nrore

;
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They think he fleeps as well as they,

And put far off the dreadful Hour.

dreadful Hour ! When God draws near,

And fets their Crimes before their Eyes!

His Wrath their guilty Souls (hall tear,

And no Deliv'rer dare to rife.

PSALM L. To a new Tune.

The laji Judgment.
[forth,

THE Lord, theSov'reign, fends his Summons
Calls theSouthNations,andawakestheNorth

:

From Eaft to Weft the founding Orders fpread,

Thro' diftant Worlds, and Regions of the Dead:
No more (hall Atheifts mock his long Delay:

His Vengeance fleeps no more : Behold the Day

!

Behold the Judge defcends, his Guards are nigh;

Tempeft and Fire attend him down the Sky

;

Heav'n, Earth and Hell draw near; let all Things
[come,

To hear his Jultice, and the Sinner's Doom:
But gather firft my Saints, (the Judge commands)
Bring them, ye Angels, from their diftant Landjg.

Behold my Covenant ftands for ever good,
Seal'd by th* Eternal Sacrifice in Blood, [Jew,
And fign'd with all their Names ; the Greek, the

That paid the ancient Worftup or the New,
There's no Diftin&ion here ; come fpread their

[Thrones,
And near me feat my Fav'rites and my Sons.

I, their Almighty Saviour and their God,
1 am their Judge : YeHeav'ns proclaim abroad
My juft eternal Sentence, and declare

Thofe awful Truths that Sinners dread to hear

;

Sinners in Zion, tremble and retire

:

I doom thee, painted Hypocrite, to Fire.
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5 Not for the want of Goats or Bullocks flain

Do I condemn thee: Bulls and Goats are vain

Without the Flames of Love. In vain the Store

Of brutal OfP rings that were mine before

;

Mine are tht tamer Beafts and favage Breed;
Flocks, Herds and Fields, and Forefts were the

[fee*

6 If I were hungry, would I afk thee Food?
When did I thirft, or drink thy Bullocks Blood •

Can I be flatter'd with thy cringing Bows,
Thy folemn Chatt'rings and fantaitic \

Are my Eyes charm'd thy Vefiments to behold,

Glaring in Gems and gay in woven Gold ?

[pier

7 Unthinking Wretch ! How couldft thou hope i

A God, a Spirit, with fuch Toys as thefc?

While with my Grace and Statutes on thy Tongue
Thcu lov'it Deceit, and doft thy Erother Wrong
In vain to picus Forms thy Zeal pretends,

Thieves and Adulfrers are thy chofen Friends.

8 Silent I waited with long- fufPring Love,

But didft thou hope that I mould ne'er reprove?

And cherilh fuch an impious Thought within,

That God the Righteous would indulge thy Sin

Behold my Terrors now ; my Thunders roll,

And thy own Crimes affright thy guilty Soul.

9 Sinners, awake betimes ; ye Fools, be wife

;

Awake before this dreadful Morning rife;

Change your vain Thoughts, your crooked Work
[amend

Fly to the S a v i ou r , make the Judge your Friend

Left, like a Lion his laft Vengeance tear

Your trembling Souls, and no Deliv'rer near.
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PSALM L. To die old proper Tune.

The lafi Judgment.

THE God of Glory fends his Summons forth,

Calls the South Nations, and awakes theNorth:

From Eaft to Weft his (ov'reign Orders fpread,

'Thro' dillant Worlds and Regions of the Dead.

heTrumpet founds; Hell trembles; Heav'n rejoices;

ift up your Heads, ye Saints, with chearfal Voices.

No more (hall Atheifts mock his long delay ;

His Vengeance fleeps no more : Behold the Day!
Behold the Judge defcends; his Guards are nigh

;

Tempefts and Fire attend him down the Sky.

7hen God appears, all Nature (hall adore him:
/Kile Sinners tremble, Saints rejoice before him.

" Heav'n, Earth, and Hell, draw near : Let all

[Things come,

,

" To hear my Juftice and the Sinner's Doom

;

"But gather iirft my Saints; (the Judge com-
[mands)

'* Bring them, yeAngels, fromtheirdiftantLands."

Vhen Christ returns, wake cv^ry chearful PafTidnj

Ind fhout, ye Saints! he comes for your Salvation.

.

u Behold! my Cov'nant (lands for ever good,
" Seal'd by th' eternal Sacrifice in Blood, [Jew!
" Andfign'd with all their Names; the Greek the
" That paid the ancient Worfhipor the New."

rhere's no Diftin&ion here, join all your Voices,

\nd raife your Heads, ye Saints, for Heav'n rejoices.

[Thrones,

;

" Here (faith the Lord) ye Angels, fpread their

r1 And near me feat my Fav'rites and my Sons,
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u Come, my Redeem'd, pofieis the Joys prepar\
44 Ere Time began; 'tis your divine Reward/'

When Christ returns, wakeev'ry chearful Paflton

And fhout, ye Saints ! he comes for your Salvation.

Pausb the Firit.

6 " I am the Saviour, I th' Almighty God ;

M I am the Judge : Ye Heav'ns proclaim abroad
" My juft eternal Sentence, and declare
" Thoie awful Truths that Sinners dread to hear.'

When God appears, all Nature mall adore him ;

While Sinners tremble, Saints rejoice before him.

7 u Stand forth, thou bold Blafphemer, and profan*
" Now feel my Wrath, nor call my Threat'ning

[vain
" Thou Hypocrite, once dreft in Saints' Attire,
** I doom thee, painted Hypocrite, to Fire."

Judgment proceeds ; Hell trembles ; Heav'n rejoices

Lift up your Heads, ye Saints, with chearful Voice*

8 " Not for the want of Goats or Bullocks flain

" Do I condemn thee ; Bulls and Goats are vain

" Without the Flames of Love: in vain the Stor

*' Of brutal Off'rings that were mine before.'*

Earth is the Lord's, all Nature (hall adore him;

While Sinners tremble, Saints rejoice before him.

9 " If I were hungry, wou]d I aflc thee Food?
«« When did I thirfl or drink thv Bullocks Blood

" Mine are the tamer Beafts and favage Breed,

" Flocks, Herds and Fields, and Forefts wher

[they feed.

All is the Lord's, he rules the wide Creation ;

Gives Sinners Vengeance, and the Saints Salvati1
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** Can I be flatter'd with thy cringing Bows,
' Thy folemn Chatfrings and fantaftic Vows ?

• Are my Eyes charm'd thy Veftments to behold,

h*. Glaring i» Gems, and gay in woven Gold ?"

id is the Judge of Hearts, no fair Difguifes

i fcreen the Guilty when his Vengeance rifes.

Pause the Second;

Cpleafe
" Unthinking Wretch ! How couldft thou hope to
1 A God, a Spirit, with fuch Toys as thefe?
!< While with my Grace and Statutes on thy

[Tongue,
M Thoulov'ftDeceit,anddoftthyBrothe^Wrong? ,,

Jgment proceeds ; Hell trembles; Heav'n rejoices

ft up your Heads, ye Saints, with chearful Voices'

" In vain to pious Forms thy Zeal pretends;
H Thieves and Adult'rers are thy chofen Friends;

aft While the falfe Flatt'rer at my Altar waits,

j" His hardened Soul divine Inftruclion hates."

3D is the Judge of Hearts, no fair Difguifes

in fcreen the Guilty when his Vengeance rifes,

" Silent I waited with Iong-fufFering Love:
" But didft thou hope that I mould ne'er reprove?
" And cherifh fuch an impious Thought within,
" That the All-Holy would indulge thy Sin ?"

e God appears, all Nations join t
f adore him

;

dgment proceeds, and Sinners fall before him.

.
" Behold my Terrors now; my Thundees roll,

' And thy own Crimes affright thy guilty Soul.
" Now like a Lion (hall my Vengeance tear
'* Thy bleeding Heart, and no Deliverer near/*
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iudgment concludes ; Hell trembles; Heav'n rejok

Jft up your Heads, ye Saints withchearful Voic

E r i p h o N E m a .

" Sinners, awake betimes ; ye Fools be wife ;

u Awake before thb dreadful Morning rife: [am
" Ch3ngeyourvainThoughts,your crooked Wc
" Fly to the Saviour, make thejudge your Frier

Then join the Saints, wake cv'ry chearful Pafiior

When Christ returns lie comes for yourSalvat

PSALM LI. Firft Part. Long Metre

A Penitent pleading for Pardon.

i Q HEW Pity, Lord; O Lord, forgive;

i^ Let a repenting Rebel live:

Are not thy Mercies large and free ?

May not a Sinner trull in thee ?

2 My Crimes are great, but don't furpafs

The Pow'r and Glory of thy Grace;
Great God ! thy Nature hath no Bound,

So let thy pard'ning Love be found. »

3 O wafh my Soul from ev'ry Sin,

And make my guilty Conlcience clean ;

Here on my Heart the Burden lies,

And paft Offences pain my Eyes.

4 My Lips with Shame my Sins confefs,

Againil thy Law, againlt thy Grace ;

Lord, fhould thy Judgment grow fevere,

I am condemn '<1, but thou art clear.

5 Should fuddcn Vengeance feize my Breath,

I muil pronounce thee juft in Death ;
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And if my Soul were fent to Hell,

Thy righteous Law approves it well.

Vet fave a trembling Sinner, Lord,
Whofe Hope, ftill hov'ring round thy Word,
Would light on ibme fweet Promife there,

Some fure Support againit Defpair.

PSALM LI. Second Part. Long Metre.

Original and aftual Sin confejfei.

LORD, I am vile, conceiv'd in Sin

;

And born unholy and unclean ;

Sprung from the Man whofe guilty Fall

Corrupts his Race, and taints us all.

Soon as we draw our Infant-Breath,

The Seeds of Sin grow up for Death :

Thy Law demands a perfect Heart

;

But we're denTd in ev'ry Part.

[Great God, create my Heart anew,

And form my Spirit pure and true

;

O make me wife betimes, to fpy

My Danger and my Remedy.]

Behold, I fall before thy Face

;

My only Refuge is thy Grace:

No outward Forms can make me clean

;

The Lepro fy lies deep within.

No bleeding Bird, nor bleeding Beaft,

Nor HyflTop Branch, nor fprinkling Prieft,

Nor running Brook, nor Flood, nor Sea,

Can waih the difmal stain away.

Jesus, my God ! thy Blood alone

Hath Pow'r fufficient to atone;

Thy Blood can make me white as Snow \

No Jewilh Types could cleanfe me fo.



7 While Guilt difturbs and breaks my Peace,
Nor Flefti nor Soul hath Reft or Eafe ;

Lord, let me hear thy pard'ning Voice,
And make my broken Bones rejoice.

PSALM LI. Third Part. Long Metre

The Backflider reRored: or. Repentance and Fait
the Blood of C H R I ST.

1 /^\ Thou that hear' ft when Sinners cry!

\J Tho' all my Crimes before thee lie,

Behold them not with angry Look,
But blot their Mem'ry from thy Book.

2 Create my Nature pure within,

And form my Soul averfe to Sin

:

Let thy good Spirit ne'er depart,

Nor hide thy Prefence from my Heart.

3 I cannot live without thy Light

;

Caft out and baninYd from thy Sight

:

Thy holy Joys, my God, reftore,

And guard me that I fall no more.

4 Tho* I have griev'd thy Spirit, Lord,
His help and Comfort Hill afford

:

And let a Wretch come near thy Throne,
To plead the Merits of thy Son.

5 A broken Heart, my God, my King?
Is all the Sacrifice I bring

;

The God of Grace will ne'er defpife

A broken Heart for Sacrifice.

6 My Soul lies humbled in the Dull,

And owns thy dreadful Sentence jail

;

Look down, O Lord, with pitying Eye,

And fave the Soul condemn'd to die.

7 1
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Then will I teach the World thy Ways

;

Sinners mall learn thy fov'reign Grace

;

I'll fead them to my Saviour's Blood,

And they (hall praife a pard'ning God.

may thy Love infpire my Tongue I

Salvation (hall be all my Song;
And all my Pow'rs fhall join to blefs

The Lord, my Strength and Righteoufnefs.

5ALM LT. 3— 13. Firft Part. Common Metre.

Original and AclualSin confejfed andpardaned.

LORD, I would fpread my fore DiRrefs

And Guilt before thine Eyes;

Againft thy Laws, againit thy Grace,

How high my Crimes arife ?

Shouldn't thou condemn my Soul to Hell,

And crufh my Flefh to Duft,

Heav'n would approve thy Vengeance well,

And Earth muft own it juft. .

1 from the Stock of Adam came,

Unholy and andean ;

All my Original is Shame,
And all my Nature Sin.

Born in a World of Guilt, I drew
Contagion with my Breath.;

And as my Days ad vane 'd, I grew
> A jailer Prey for Death.

Cleanfe me, O Lord, and cheer my Soul
With thy forgiving Love :

O make my broken Spirit whole,

And bid my Pains remove.

Let not thy Spirit quite depart,

1 Ncr drive me from thy Face;
F
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Create anew my vicious Heart,

And fill it with thy Grace.

7 Then will I make thy Mercy known
Before the Sons of Men

;

B.ickfliders (hall addrefs thy Throne,
And turn to God again.

PSALM LI. 14—17. Second Part. Com. Metr

Repentance and Faith in the Bload of Christ,

i /^\ God of Mercy, hear my Call,

\_J My Load of Guilt remove;

Breakdown this feparating Wall
That bars me from thy Love.

2 Give me the Prefence of thy Grace,

Then my rejoicing Tongue
Shall fpeak aloud thy Righteoufnefs,

And make thy Praile my Song.

3 No Blood of Goats nor Heifer flain,

For Sin could e'er atone;

The Death ofCuRisr fhall {till remain,

Sufficient, and alone.

4 A Soul oppreft with Sin's Defert,

My God will ne'er defpife;

An humble Groan, a broken Heart,

Is our belt Sacrifice.

PSALM LIII. 4-6.

Victory andDeliverancefrom Perfection,

1 ARE all the Foes of Sion Fools,
/* Who thus devour her Saints?

Do they not know her Saviour rules,

And pities her Complaints ?

2 They fhall be feiz'd with fad Surprife j

For God's avenging Arm,
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Scatters the Bones of them that rife

To do his Children Harm.

;
In vain the Sons of Satan boaft

Of Armies in Array;

When God has firfl difpers'd their HoU,
They fall an eafy Prey.

-. O for a Word from Sion's King, I MJA
Her Captives to reftore !

Jacob with all the Tribes fhall ftng,

And Judah weep no more.

>SALM LV. 1-8, 16— 18, 22. Common Metre.

Supportfor the afflified and tempted Soul.

OGod, my Refuge, hear my Cries,

Behold my flowing Tears

;

For Earth and Hell my Hurt devife,

And triumph in my Fears.

Their Rage is levell'd at my Life,

My Soul with Guilt they load,

And fill my Thoughts with inward Strife,

To make my Hope in God.

With inward Pain my Heart- firings found,

I groan with ev'ry Breath

:

Horror and Fear befet me round,

Amongft the Shades of Death.

O were I like a feather'd Dove,
And Innocence had Wings

;

I'd fly, and make a long Remove
From all thefe reftlefs Things.

Let me to fome wild Defer t go,

And find a peaceful Home ;

Where Storms of Malice never blow,

Temptations never come.
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6 Vain Hopes, and vain Inventions all,

To Tcape the Rage of Hell !

The mighty God on whom I call

Can lave me here as well.

Pause.

7 By Morning Light I'll feek his Face,

At Nr>on repeat my Cry :

The Night fhall hear me afk his Grace,

Nor will he long deny.

8 Gon (hall prefer vj my Soul from Fear
Or fhield me when afraid ;

Ten thoufand Angels mull appear,

If he command their Aid.

g I cad my Burdens en the Lcrd,
The Lord fuftains them all;

My Courage relts upen his Word,
That Saints (hill never fall.

io My higheft Hopes fhall not be vain;

My Lips (hail fpread his Praife

;

While cruel and deceitful Men
Scarce live out half their Days.

PSALM LV. ver. 15— 17, 19, 22. Short Metre

Dangerous Pro/ferity : or, Daily Devotion encourage.

t L UIU111.J3 LI.D.V. lilt II VUUI l\.j

X-J And chcofe the Road to Death;
But in the Wcr'h p ryf my G~d,

Pll fnend fliv ij.ii'v Brrarh.

T ET Sinners tdkt then- Courfe,

ut in t.._

1*11 fpend my daily Brt

My Thoughts addrefs hi Throne,

When Morning \ f&h*

»

1 feek tyis Bkfiift^ev'ry Noon,
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3 Thou wilt regard my Cries, .^ oT
my eternal God !

While Sinners periih in Surprife

Beneath thine angry Rod.

4 Becaufe they dwell at Eafe,

And no fad Changes feel,

They neither fear nor truft thy Name,
Nor learn to do thy Will.

But I with all my Cares,

Will lean upon the Lord;
I'll call my Burden on his Arm,
And reft upon his Word.

6 His Arm mall well fufbin

The Children of his Love ;

The Ground on which their Safety Hands,

No earthly Pow'r can move.

PSALM LVI.

Deliverancefrom Opprejjion and Taljhood: or, God'*
Care of bis People, in anfucer to Faith and Prayer.

1 /~V Thou ! whofe Juftice reigns on high,

Vy And makes th' Oppreifor ceafe ;

Behold how envious Sinners try

To vex and break my Peace.
r

2 The Sons of Violence and Lies,

Join to devour me, Lord ;

But as my hourly Dangers rife,

My Refuge is thy Word.

3 In God moft holy, juft, and true,

1 have repos'd my Truft j

Nor will I fear what Flefh can do,

The Offspring of the Dull.

f 3
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4 They wrert my Words to Mifchief flill,

Charge me with unknown Fault?

;

Mifchief dcth all their Counfels fill,

And Malice all their Thoughts.

5 Shall they efcape without thy Frc

Muft their Devices ftand ?

O caft the haughty Sinner down,
And let him know thy Hand.

Pause.
.

6 God counts the Sorrows of his Saints,

Their Groans affect, his Ears;

Thou haft a Book for my Complaints,

A Bottle For my Tears.

7 When to rhy Thrcne I raife my Cry,

The Wicked fear and flee ;

So fwift is Prayer to reach the Sky,

So near i> God to me.

8 In Thee, moil holy, juft and true,

I have repos'd my Trufl

;

Nor will I fear what Man can do,

The Offspring c f the Duft.

9 Thy folemn Vows are on me, Lord,
Thou (halt receive my Praife ;

I'll fmg, " How faithful is thy Word

!

" How righteous all thy W;

io Thou haft feenr'd my Soul from Death j

O la thy Pris'ner free;

That Heart and Hand, and Life and Breath,

May be employ'd for Thee.

SI
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PSALM LVII.

Praifefor Pretention, Grace and Truth,

v TV yf Y God, in whom are all the Springs

IVi. Of boundlefs Love and Grace unknown ;

Hide me beneath thy fpreading Wings,

Till the dark Cloud is overblown.

i Up to the Heav'ns I fend my Cry, -

The Lord will my Defires perform ;

He fends his Angels from the Sky,

And faves me from the threat'ning Storm.

j Be thou exalted, O my God !

Above the Heav'ns where Angels dwell

;

Thy Pow'r on Earth be known abroad,

And Land to Land thy Wonders tell.

f.
My Heart is nx'd : my Song mall raife

Immortal Honours to thy Name ;

Awake, my Tongue, to found his Praife,

My Tongue, the Glory of my Frame.

5 High o'er the Earth his Mercy reigns,

And reaches to the utmoft Sky j

I

His Truth to endlefs Years remains,
When lower Worlds diffolve and die. .

6 Be thou exalted, O my God !

Above the Heav'ns where Angels dwell

;

Thy Pow ?

r on Earth be known abroad,
And Land to Land thy Wonders tell.

P S A L M LVIII. As the ii 3 thPfalm.

Warning to Magiftrates.

i 1 U D G E S, who rule the World by Laws,
„ I Will ye defpife the righteous Caufe,
When th' injur'dPoor before you flands?

* 4
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Dare ye condemn the righteous Poor,
And let rich Sinners *fcnpe fccure,

While Gold, and Greamefs bribe your Hand

2 Have ye forgot, or never knew,
That God will judge the Judges too?

High, in ti • reigns ;

Yet you invade the Rights of God,
And fend your bold Decrees abroad.
To bind the Conference in your Chains.

3 A poifon'd Arrow is ycur Tongue,
The Arrow (harp, the Poifon ltrong,

And Death attends where'er it wounds ;

You hear no Counfeb, Crie?, or Tears ;

So the deaf Adder itops her I

Againft tiie Pow'r of charming Sounds.

4 Break out their Teeth, eternal Goo !

Thofe Teeth of Lions dy'd in Blood ;

And cruftyt

As empty Chaff. rife,

Before the I tnpeit fli.s.

So let their Hopes and Names, be loft.

5 Th' Almighty thunders from the Sky,

Their Grandeur melts, their Titles die,

As Hills of Snow diflblee and run ;

Or Snails that perilh in their Slime,

Or Births that come before their Time,
Vain Births that never fee the Sun.

6 Thus fhall the Vengeance of the Lord,
Safety and Joy to Saints afford :

And all that hear fhall join and fay,

" Sure there's a God (hat rules on nigh,

•• A God that hears his Children
<;

•' And will their Sufferings well re;

13
pi
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PSAL M' LX. 1-5, io—i2.

ofHumiliationfor Difappointments in War,

1 T OR D, haft thou call the Nation off ?

I * Mull we for ever mourn ?

Wilt thou indulge immortal Wrath ?

Shall Mercy ne'er return ?

2 The Terror of one Frown of thine,

Melts all our Strength away ;

Like Men that totter, drunk with Wine,
We tremble in Difmay.

3 Great Britain makes beneath thy Stroke*

And dreads thy threat'ning Hand;.

O heal the Iiland thou haft broke,

Confirm the wav'ring Land.

4 Lift up a Banner in the Field,

For thofe that fear thy Name;
Save thy Beloved with thy Shield*

And put our Foes to Shame.

5 Go with our Armies to the Fight*

Like a confed'rate God j

In vain confed'rate Pow'rs unite

Againft thy lifted Rod.

6 Our Troops mall gain a wide Renown*
By thine aflifting Hand j

*Tis God that treads the Mighty down*
And makes the Feeble ftand.

PSALM LXI. i—6.

Safety in God.

1 "\I7HEN overwhelm'd with Q.rief5
\ V My Heart within me dies,

Helplefs and far from all Relief,

To Heav'n I lift mine Eyes.

* 5
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2 O lead me to rJtc Rock

That's high above »y Head ;

And make the Covert of thy Wings,
My Shelter and my Shade.

3 Within thy Prefence, Lord,
For ever I'll abide •,

Thou art the Tow'r of my Defence,
The Refuge where I hide.

4 Thou giveft me the Lot
Of thole that fear thy Name;

If endlefs Life be their Reward,
I ihall pofiefs the fame.

PSALM LXIL ;— iz.

No Trufl in the Creatures : or, Faith in Divine Grar
and Power.

1 A li Y Spirit looks to God alone;

iVl My Rock and Refuge is his Throne ;

In all my Fears, in all my Straits,

My Soul on his Salvation waits,

2 Truft him, ye Saints, in all your Ways*
Pour out your Hearts before his Face :

When Helpers fail, and Foes invade,

God is our all-fufficient Aid.

3 Falfe are the Men of high Degree,

The bafer Sort are Vanity ;

Laid in the Balance, both appear

Ligh as a Puff of empty Air.

4 Make not increafing Gold your Truft,

Nor fet your Hearts on glitt'ring Dull

;

Why will you grafp the fleeting Smoke,
And not believe what God has fpohe?

5 Once has his awful Voice declared,

Oace and again my Ears have heard,
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u All Pow'r is his eternal Dae; O
" He mull be fear'd and trufted too."

6 For fov'reign Pow'r reigns not alone",

Grace is a Partner of the Throne ;

Thy Grace and Juftice, mighty Lord !

Shall well divide our laft Reward.

PSALM LXin. 1, 2, 5, 3, 4. Firft Part.

Common Metre.

1

^he Morning of a Lo R d'j- Z>*_y.

•

1 U A R L Y, my God, without Delay,

jLLj I hafte to feek thy Face :

My thirity Spirit faints away,
Without thy chearing Grace.

2 So Pilgrims on the fcorching Sand,

Beneath a burning Sky,

Long for a cooling Stream at hand,

And they muft drink or die.

3 I've feen thy Glory, and thy Pow'r,

Thro' all thy Temple fhine

;

My God, repeat that lieav'nly Hour,
That Vifion fo divine !

4 Not all the BlefTmgs of a Feafr,

Can pleafe my Soul fo well,

As when thy richer Grace I tafte,

And in thy Prefence dwell.

£ Not Life itfelf, with all her Joys,

Can my bell Paffions move,
Or raife fo high my chearful Voice,

As thy forgiving Love.

6 Thus, till my laft expiring Day,
I'll blefs my God and King

;
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Thus will I lift my Hands to pray,

And tanc my Lips

PSALM LXIII. 6-10. Second Part

Common Metre.

Midnight thoughts recollefttd.

5 r-p WAS in the Watches of the Night,

j A I thought upon thy Pow'r;

I kept thy lovely Face in Sight,

Amidft the darkeH Hour.

2 My Flefh lay retting on my Bed

;

My Soul arofe on high ;

•« My God, my Life, my Hope," I faid,

" Bring thy Salvation nigh."

3 My Spirit labours up thine Hill,

And climbs the heav'nly Road :

But thy right Hand upholds me ftill,

While I purfue my God.

4 Thy Mercy ltretches o'er my Head
The Shadow of thy Wings;

My Heart rejoices in thine Aid

;

My Tongue awakes andfings.

5 But the Deftroyers of my Peace,

Shall fret and rage in vain;

The Tempter mall for ever ceafe,

And all my Sins be flain.

6 Thy Sword (hall give my Foes to Death,
And fend them down to dwell

In the dark Caverns of the Earth,

Or to the Deeps of Hell.

o
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PSALM LXIII. Long Metre.

Longings after God ; or, The Love of God letter

than Life,

1

i /^ RE AT God, indulge my humble Claim;
\JT Thou art my Hope, my Joy, my Reft

;

The Glories that compofe thy Name,
Stand ail engag'd to make me bleft.

2 Thou Great and Good, thou Jaft and Wife,

Thou art my Father and my God !

And I am thine by facred Ties ; ,y[' s
Thy Son, thy Servant bought with Blood.

3 With Heart, and Eyes, and lifted Hands,
For thee I long, to thee I look ;

As Travellers in thirfty Lands
Pant for the cooling Water- brook.

4 With early Feet I love t' appear

Among thy Saints, and feek thy Face

;

Oft have 1 feen thy Glory there,

And felt the Pow'r of fov'reign Grace.

5 Not Fruits nor Wines that tempt our Tafte,

Nor all the Joys our Senfes know,
Could make me fo divinely bleft,

Or raife my chearful Paflions fo.

6 My Life itfelf without thy Love,
No Tafte of Pleafure could afford ;

'Twould but a tirefome Burden prove.

If I were banihYd from the Lord.

7 Amidft the wakeful Hours 6f Night,
When bufy Cares afflicl my Head, '

'

One Thought of thee gives new Delight;,

And adds Refreshment to my ficd.

3
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8 ril lift my Hands, I'll riflfe my Voice,

While I have Breath to pray or praife;

This Work (hall make my Heart rejoice,

And fpend the Remnant of my Days.

PSALM LXIII. Short Metre.

Seeking God.

1 TV/T-Y God, permit my Tongue
1V1 This Joy, to call Thee minj;

And let my earthly Cries prevail

To tafle thy Love divine.

2 My thirfty fainting Soul

Thy Mercy doth implore ;

Not Travellers in defert Lands,

Can pant for Water more.

3 Within thy Churches, Lord,
I long to find a Place ;

Thy Pow*r and Glory to behold,

And feel thy quick'ning Grace.

4 For Life without thy Love,
No Relifh can afford ;

No Joy can be compar'd with this,

To ierve and pleafe the Lord.

5 To Thee I'll lift my Hands,
And praife Thee while I live ;

Not the rich Dainties of a Feaft,

Such Food or Pleifure give.

6 In wakeful Hours of Night,

I call my God to mind

;

I think how wife thy Counfels are,

And all thy Dealings kind.

7 Since Thou haft been my Help,
To Thee my Spirit flies,

i
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And on thy watchful Providence,

My chearful Hope relies.

The Shadow of thy Wings,
My Soul in Safety keeps

:

I follow where my Father leads,

And he fupports my Steps.

>SALM LXV. 1—5. FirftPart. Long Metre.

Public Prayer and Praife*

TH E Praife of Sion waits for Thee,
My God ; and Praife becomes thy Houfe %

There mall thy Saints thy Glory fee,

And there perform their public Vows.

O Thou, whofe Mercy bends the Skies

To fave, when humble Sinners pray ;

All Lands to thee (hall lift their Eyes^

And Iflands of the Northern Sea.

flAgainft my Will my Sins prevail,.

But Grace {hall purge away their Stain;

The Blood of C h r i s t will never fail

To wafh my Garments white again.

I

Blefl is the Man whom thou fhalt choofe*

And give him kind Accefs to Thee ;

Give him a Place within thy Houfe,
To tafte thy Love divinely free.

Pause.
Let Babel fear when Sion prays

;

Babel prepare for long Diitrefs,

When Sion's God himfelf arrays

In Terror, and m Righteoufnefs.

i With dreadful Glory God fulfils,

What his aifliaed Saints requeft 5
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And with Almighty Wrath reveals

His Love, to give his Churches Reft,

7 Then mall the flocking Nations run

To Sion's Hill, and own their Lord ;

T e rifing and the fetting Sun,

Shall fee the Saviour's Name ador'd.

PSALM LXV. c—

x

3 . SecondPart.

Long Metre.

Divine Providence in Air, Earth and Sea : or,

The God ofNature and Grace.

1
r

I ' HE God of our Salvation hears,

X. The Groans of Sion mix'd with Tears

;

Yet when he comes with kind Defigns,

Thro' all the Way his Terror mines.

2 On him the Race of Man depends,

Far as the Earth's remoteft Ends,

Where the Creator's Name is known,
By Nature's feeble Light alone.

3 Sailors that travel o'er the Flood,

Addrefs their frighted Souls to God ;

When Tempefts rage, and Billows roar,

At dreadful Diftance from the Shore.

4 He bids the noi fy Tempefts ceafe ;

He calms the raging Croud to Peace,

When a tumultuous Nation raves,

Wild as the Winds, and loud as Waves.

5 Whole Kingdoms fhaken by the Storm
He fettles in a peaceful Form ;

Mountains eftablifh'd by his Hand,
Firm on their old Foundation Hand.

6 Behold his Enfigns fweep the Sky,

New Comets blaze and Light'rungs £y»
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The Heathen Lands, with fwift Surprife,

From the bright Horrors tarn their Eyes.

At his Command, the Morning Ray
Smiles in the Eaft, and leads the Day:
He guides the Son's declining Wheels,

Over the Tops of Weftern Hills,

Seafons and Times obey his Voice

;

The Ev'ning and the Morn rejoice,

To fee the Earth made foft with Show'rs,

Laden with fruit, and dreiT: in Flow'rs.

'Tis from hisvvat'ry Stores -on high,

He gives the thirily Ground fupply ;

He walks upon the Clouds, and thence

Doth his inriching Drops difpenfe.

The Defert grows a fruitful Field;

Abundant Food the Valleys yield ;

The Valleys fnout with chearful Voice,

And neighboring Hills repeat their Joys.

1 The Paftures fmile in green Array;
i There Lambs and larger Cattle pray;

The larger Cattle, and the Lamb,
Each in his Language fpeaks thy Name.

EfcThy Works pronounce thy Pow'r divine;

O'er ev'ry Field thy Glories minei
Thro' ev'ry Month thy Gifts appear;

Great God! thy Goodnefs crowns the Year.

S A L M LXV. Firft Part. Common Metre.

A Prayer-hearing God, and the Gentiles called.

PH A I S E waits in Sion, Lord, for thee;

There {hall our Vows be paid :

Thou haft an Ear when Sinners pray,

AU Flefh (hall feek thine Aid

;
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2 Lord, our Iniquities prevail,

But pard'ning Grace is thine :

And thou wilt grant us Pow'r and Skill,

To conquer ev'ry Sin.

3 Bled are the Men whom thou wilt choofe,

To bring them near thy Face ;

Give them a Dwelling in thine Houfe,
To feaft upon thy Grace.

4 In anfw'ring what thy Church requeues,

Thy Truth and Terror ihine,

And Works of dreadful Righteoufnefs

Fulfil thy kind Defign.

5 Thus (hail the wond'ring Nations fee,

The Lord is good and juit

:

And difcant Iflands fly to thee,

And make thy Name their Truft.

6 They dread thy glitt'ring Tokens, Lord,
When Signs in Heav'n appear;

But they fhall learn thy holy Word,
And love as well as fear.

PSALM LXV. Second Part. Common Met

The Providence of'God in Air, Earth, and Sea:

'Ibe Blejftng of Rain.

1 VHpM S by thy Strength the Mountains ftar

X God of eternal Pow'r!
The Sea grows calm at thy Command,
And Tcmpefts ceafe to roar.

2 Thy Morning Light, and Ev'ning Shade,
Succeflive Comforts bring ;

Thy plenteous Fruits make Harvcft glad,

Thy Flowers adorn the Spring.
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Seafons and Times, and Moons and Hours,

Heav'n, Earth, and Air are thine ;

When Clouds diftil in fruitful Show'rs,

The Author is divine.

Thofe wand' ring Citterns in the Sky,

Born by the Winds around,

With wat'ry Treasures well fupply

The Furrows of the Ground.

The thirfty Ridges drink their fill,

And Ranks of Corn appear ;

Thy Ways abound with Bleffings ftill,

Thy Goodnefs crowns the Year.

SALM LXV. Third Part. Common Metre.

The BleJJings ofthe Spring : or, God gives Rain*

A Pfalm for the Kufbandman.
I .

GOOD is the Lord, the heav'nly King,
Who makes the Earth his Care

;

Vifits the Paftures ev^ry Spring,

And bids the Grafs appear.

. The Clouds, like Rivers rais'd on high,

Pour out at thy command,
Their wat'ry Bleffings from the Sky,

To cheer the thirfty Land.

The foften'd Ridges of the Field,

Permit the Corn to fpring

;

The Valleys rich Provifion yield,

And the Poor Lab'rers fing.

l The little Hills on ev'ry Side,

Rejoice at falling Show'rs

;

The Meadows, drefs'd in all their Pride,

Perfume the Air with Flow'rs,
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5 The barren Clods refreiVd with Rnin,
Promife a joyful Crop ;

The parched Grounds look green again,
And raife the Reaper's Hope.

6 The various Months thy Goodnefs crowns;
How bounteous are thy Ways

!

The bleating Flocks fpread o'er the Downs,
And Shepherds fhout thy Praife.

PSALM LXVI. Firft Part.

Governing Power andGoinefs : or, Our Graces t

h -djjiitfions.

1 Q I N G, all ye Nations, to the Lord,O Sing with a joyful Noife ;

With Melody of Sound record,

His Honours, and your Joys.

2 Say to the Pow'r that fhakes the Sky,
u How terrible art Thou!

14 Sinners before thy Prefence fly,

" Or at thy Feet they bow."

3 [Come, fee the Wonders of our God,
How glorious are his Ways f

In Mofes' Hand he puts his Rod,
And cleaves the frighted Seas.

4 He made the ebbing Channel dry,

While Ifr'el pafs'd the Flood ;

There did the Church begin their Joy,
And triumph in their God.]

e He rules by his refiftlef? Might;
Will Rebel-Mortals dare

Provoke \K Eternal to the Fight,

And tempt that dreadful War ?
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> blefs our God, and never ceafe

;

Ye Saints fulfil his Praife;

le keeps our Life, maintains our Peace,

And guides our doubtful Ways.

,ord, thou haft prov'd our fuff'ring Souls,

To make our Graces mine

;

Silver bears the burning Coals,

The Metal to refine.

Thro
1

wat'ry Deeps and fiery Ways,
We march at thy Command

;

,ed to pofTefs the promis'd Place

By thine unerring Hand.

3ALM LXVI. 13— 20. Second Part.

Praife to God for bearing Prayer. j)
!

NOW fhall my folemn Vows be paid

To that Almighty Pow'r,

That heard the long Requefts I made,
1 Jn my diftrefsful Hour.

\Ay Lips and chearful Heart prepare*

I

To make his Mercies known ;

Come, ye that fear my Gcd, and hear

I
The Wonders he has done.

[

Vhen on my Head huge Sorrows fell,

I fought his heavenly Aid;

le fav'd my finking Soul from Hell,

And Death's eternal Shade.

f Sin lav cover'd in my Heart,

While Pray'r employ'd my Tongue,
fhe L^rd had fhswn me no Regard, n nil •%

i Nor 1 his Praifes lung.

m God, (his Name be ever bfcft)

Has fet my Spirit free,
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Nor turn'd his Heart from me.

134 PSALM LXVII.

eft,

s Increaj

PSALM LXVII.

1
'he Nation 's Profperity and the Church

t OHINE, mighty God ! on Britain mine,

O V
.eve;

And (hew thy fmiling Face.

With Beams of Heav'nly Grace;
Reveal thy Pow'r through all our Coafts,

2 [Amidft our Ifle exalted high,

Do thou our Glory fland ;

And like a Wall of guardian Fire

Surround thy fav'rite Land.]

3 When mall thy Name from Shore to Shore,

Sound all the Earth abroad,

And diftant Nations know and love,

Their Saviour and their God >

4. Sing to the Lord, ye diftant Lands,

Sing loud with folemn Voice ;

While Britifh Tongues exalt his Praife,

And Britifh Hearts rejoice.

5 He, the great Lord, the fov'reign Judge,
That fits enthron'd above,

Wifely commands the World he made,
In Juftice and in Love.

6 Earth fhall obey her Maker's Will,

And yield a full Increafe ;

Our God will jrown his chofen Ifle,

With Fruitfulnefs and Peace.

7 God the Redeemer fcatters round
His choiceft Favours here ;

While the Creation's utmoft Bound,
Shall fee, adore, and fear.
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to

ALM LXVIII. -Firft Part. ver. 1—6,32—35.

The Vengeance and Companion of Go d .

LET God arife in all his Might,

And put the Troops of Hell to Flight;

\s Smoke that fought to cloud the Skies,

Before the rifing Tempeft flies.

"He comes array'd in burning Flames

;

fuftke and Vengeance are his Names :

Behold his fainting Foes expire,

^ike melting Wax before the Fire.]

rle rides and thunders thro' the Sky;

rlis Name Jehovah founds on high:

>ing to his Name, ye Sons of Grace ;

ife Saints rejoice before his Face.

The Widow, and the Fatherlefs,

ly to his Aid in fharp Diftrefs!

u him the Poor and Helplefs find,

\ Judge that's juft, a Father kind.

3e breaks the Captive's heavy Chain,

^nd Pris'ners fee the Light again ;

But Rebels that difpute his Will,

Shall dwell in Chains and Darknefs (till.

Pause.

Cingdoms and Thrones to God belong

;

-rown him, ye Nations, in your Song

:

iis wond'rous Names and Pow'rs rehearfe

;

' iis Honours mall enrich your Verfe.

le (hakes the Heav'ns with loud Alarm t j

iow terrible is God in Arms!
n Ifr'el are his Mercies known,
fr'el is his peculiar Throne.



136 PSALM LXVIII.

8 Proclaim him King, pronounce him bleft

;

He's your Defence, your Joy, your Reft :

When Terrors rile, and Nations faint,

God is the Strength ofeVry Saint.

PSALM LXVIII. Second Part. ver. 1

7

Christ'/ Afcepfion and the Gift ofthe Spirit

1 T ORD, when thou didft afcend on high,

jLrf Ten thoufand Angels fcll'd the Sky :

Thofe heav'nly Guards around Thee wait,

Like Chariots that attend thy State.

2 Not Sinai's Mountain could appear

More glorious, when the Lord was there ;

While he pronoune'd his dreadful Law,
And ilruck the chofen Tribes with Awe.

3 How bright the Triumph none can tell,

When the rebellious Pow'rs of Hell,

That thoufand Souls had captive made,
Were all in Chains like Captives led.

4 Rais'd by his Father to the Throne,
He fent the promisM Spirit down.
With Gifts and Grace for Rebel Men,
That God might dwell on Earth again.

PSALM LXVIII. Third Part. ver. 19, 9, 20-

Praifefor Temporal BItJfings: or, Common and/pa
hlercies.

1 \\ E blefs the Lord, the Juft, the Good.
* Who fills our Hearts with joy and Fo

Who pours his Bleffings from the Skies,

And loads our Days with rich Supplies.

2 He fends the Sun his Circuit round.

To cheer the iruits, to warm the Ground }
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He bids the Clouds with plenteous Rain
Refrefh the thirfty Earth again.

'Tis to his Care we owe our Breath,

And all our near Efcapes from Death:
Safety and Health to God belong;

He heals the Weak, and guards the Strong.

He makes the Saint and Sinner prove

The common Bleflings of his Love ;

But the. wide DifPrence that remains

Is endlefs Joy, or endlefs Pains.

The Lord, that bruis'd the Serpent's Head,
On all the Serpent's Seed fhall tread ;

The ftubborn Sinner's Hope confound,

And fmite him with a killing Wound.

But his right Hand his Saints (hall raife,

From the deep Earth or deeper Seas

;

And bring them to his Counts above.

There fhall they taile his fpecial- Love.

ALM LXIX. 1— 14. FirftPart. Common Metre,

The Sufferings ofCn r 1 stfor our Salvation.

["QAVE me, O God, the fwelling Flood*
w «* Break in upon my Soul

:

I" I fink, and Sorrows o'er my Head
" Like mighty Waters roll.

I cry till all my Voice be gone ;

" In Tears I wafle the Day

:

" My God, behold my longing Eyes,
44 And fhorten thy Delay.

* They hate my Soul without a Caufe,
44 And itill their Number grows

4 More than the Hairs around my Head,
44 And mighty are my Foes.

G
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4 " 'Twas then I payM that dreadful Debt,

" That Men could never. pay,
" And gave thofe Honours to thy Law,

" Which Sinners took away."

5 Thus in the great Messiah's Name,
The royal Prophet mourns ;

Thus he awakes our Hearts to Grief,

And gives us Joy by Turns.

6 •' Now mall the Saints rejoice, and find
" Salvation in my Name,

" For I have borne their heavy Load
44 Of Sorrow, Pain, and Shame.

7 " Grief like a Garment cloth'd me round,
" And Sackcloth was my Drefs,

** While I procured for naked Souls
" A Robe of Righteoufnefs.

8 " Amongil: my Brethren and the Jews,
" I like a Stranger flood,

" And bore their vile Reproach, to bring
** The Gentiles near to God.

9 "• I came in finful Mortals Stead
" To do my Father's Will

;

" Yet when I cleans'd my Father's Iloufe,
•' They fcandaliz'd my Zeal.

io " My Fallings and my holv Groans,
" Were made the Drunkard'? Song;

" But God from his celeflial Throne,
" Heard my complaining Tongue.

1 1
•' He fav'd me from the dreadful Deep,

•' Nor let my Soul be drown'd

;

«' He rais'd and hVd my finking Feet
" On welKeitablim'd Ground.
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" 'Twas in a moil accepted Hour,
" My Pray'r arofe on high,

" And f©r my Sake my God mall hear
" The dying Sinner's Cry.**

ALM LXIX. 14

—

21,26,29,32. SecondPart.

Common Metre.

The Paffion and Exaltation ofQ krist.

NOW let our Lips with holy Fear

And mournful Pleafures fmg,

The Sufferings of our great High Prieft,

The Sorrows of our King.

He finks in Floods of deep Diftrefs

;

How high the Waters rife !

While to his heav'nly Father's Ear

He fends perpetual Cries,

" Hear me, O Lord, and fave thy Son,
" Nor hide thy mining Face

;

" Why mould thy Fav'rite look like one
" Forfaken of thy Grace?

I With Rage they perfecute the Man
" That groans beneath thy Wound,

• While for a Sacrifice I pour
*' My Life upon the Ground.

" They tread my Honour to the Dull,
" And laugh when I complain ;

" Their fharp infulting Slanders add
'« Frefh Anguifh to my Pain.

" All my Reproach is known to thee,

" The Scandal and the Shame ;

" Reproach has broke my bleeding Heart r

" And Lies dehTd my Name.
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7 " 1 look'd for Pity, but in vain:

" My Kindred are my Grief:
" I aft my Friends for Comfort round,
" But meet with no Relief.

8 " With Vinegar they mock my Thirft;
" They give me Gall foi Fo

" And fporting vvi:h my dying Groans,
" They triumph in my Blood.

9 " Shine in to my diftrefied Soul,
" Let thy Companion fave ;

" And though my Flefh fink down to Death,
" Redeem it from the Grave.

io " I (hall arife to praife thy N-ime,
" Shall reign in Worlds unknown ; i

" And thy Salvation, O my God,
" Shall Cat me on thy Throne.'*

PSALM LXIX. .Third Part. Common Metr

Christ'; Obedience and Death : or, God ^lorific

and Sinners faved.

i T^ATHER ! I fing thy wondrous Grace,
JL 1 blef» my Saviour's Name ;

He bought Salvation for the Poor,

And bore the Sinners Shame.

2 IIi r deep Dillrcfs has rais'd us high,

His Duty and his Zeal

FulfiU'd the Law which Mortals broke,

And finiiVd all thy Will.

3 Mis dying Groans, his living Songs,

Shall better pleafe my God,
Than Harp or Trumpet's folcmn Sound,

Than Goats or Bullocks Blood.
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This mall his humble Followers fee,

And fet their Hearts at reft ;

They by his Death draw near to thee,

And live for ever bleft.

Let HeavV, and all that dwell on high,

To God their Voices raife,

While Lands and Seas affift the Sky,

And join t' advance the Praife.

Zion is thine, mod holy God ;

Thy Son mail blefs her Gates

;

And Glory purchas'd by his Blood,

For- thy own Ifr'el waits.

5 A L M LXIX. Firft Part. Long Metre.

C H r. i s t'j PaJ/ion and Sinners Salvation.

DEE P in our Hearts let us record

The deeper Sorrows of our Lord ;

tehold! the rifing Billows roll,

To overwhelm his holy Soul,

n long Complaints he fpends his Breath,

Vhile Holts of Hell, and Pow'rs of Death,

Vnd all the Sons of Malice join

To execute their curft Defign,

I

r
et, gracious God, thy Pow'r and Love

,
las made the Curfe a Blefling prove ;

.""hofe dreadful SurPrings of thy Son,

1 iton'd for Sins which we had done.

[
'he Pangs of our expiring Lord

!
'he Honours of thy Law reitor'd :

1 lis Sorrows made thy Jultice known,

I

nd paid for Follies not his own.

! for his fake our Guilt forgive,

nd let the mourning Sinner live j

c 3
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The Lord will hear us in his Name,
Nor mall our Hope be turn'd to Shame.

PSALM LXIX ver. 7, &c. Second Part. Long Mel

Ch r 1 s T "s Sujferingi and Zeal.

1 5 ' * ^ WAS for my Sake, eternal God,

X Thy Son fuftain'd that heavy Load
Of bafe Reproach and fore Difgrace,

And Shame denTd his facred Face.

2 The Jews, his Brethren and his Kin,

AbusM the Man that check'd their Sin :

While he fulfiil'd thy holy Laws
They hate him, but without a Caufe.

3 [" My Father's Houfe, faid he, was made
*' A Place for Wormip, not for Trade ;"

Then featuring all their Gold and Brafs,

He fcourg'd the Merchants from the Place.

4 [Zeal for the Temple of his God
ConfumM his Life, expos'd his Blood :

Reproaches at thy Glory thrown

He felt, and moarn'd them as his own.]

5 [His Friends forfook, his Followers fled.

While Foes and Arms furround his Head
They curfe him with a fland'rous Tongui

And the f^lfe Judge maintains the Wrong.

J

6 His Life they load with hateful Lies,

And charge his lips with Blafphemies

:

They nail him to the fhameful Tree ;

There hung the Man that dyM for me.

7 [Wretches with Hearts as hard as Stones,

Infult his Piety and Groans

;

Gail was the Food they gave him there,

And niock'd his Thirit with Vinegar.]

id;
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But God beheld, and from his Throne
Marks out the Men that hate his Son j

The Hand that rais'd him from the Dead,
Shall pour due Vengeance on their Head.

PSALM LXXI. 5-9. Firil Part.

'The aged Saint's Reflection and Hope.

MY God, my everlaiting Hope,
I live upon thy Truth •

Thine Hands have held my Childhood up,

And ftrengthen'd all my Youth.

: My Flefh was fafhion'd by thy Pow'r,

With all thefe Limbs of mine :

And from my Mother's painful Hour,
I've been entirely thine.

. Still has my Life new Wonders feen,

Repeated ev'ry Year :

Behold my Days that yet remain,

I trult them to thy Care.

. Call me not off when Strengh declines,

When hoary Hairs arife;

And round me let thy Glory mine,

Whene'er thy Servant dies.

Then in the HilVry of my Age,,

When Men review my Days,

They'll read thy Love in ev'ry Page,

In ev'ry Line thy Praife.

'SALMLXXI. 15, 14, 16, 23,. 22, 24. Second Part*

CHRisuar Strength and Righteoufiefu

MY Saviour, my Almighty Friend,

When I begin thy Praiie,

Where will the growing Numbers end,

Tije Numbers of thy Grace. ?

g 4
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•i art my everlalling Truft,

Thy Goodnefs I adore

!

And fmce I knew thy Graces firft

I fpeak thy Glories more.

3 Mv Feet (h?.\\ travel all the Length
Of the celeitial Road,

And march with Courage in thy Strength,

To fee my Father God.

4 When I am fill'd with fore Diflrefs

Fur fome furprifing Sin,

I'll plead thy perfect Righteoufnefs,

And mention none but thine.

5 How will my Lips rejoice to tell

The VicYries of my King!
My Soul, redeem'd from Sin and Hell,

bhall thy Salvation fing.

6 [My Tongue (hall all the Day proclaim

My Saviour and my God,
His Death has brought my Foes to Shame

Ar.d drown'd them in his Blood.

7 Awake, awake, my tuneful Pow'rs;
With this deligntful Song

I'll entertain the darkeft Hours,

Nor think the Seafon long.]

PSALM LXXr. 17— 21. Third Part

7be Jied Chrtfiian''1 Prarer and Seng: or, Old A
Death, and the Refurrirfion,

GOD of my Childhood and my Youth,
The Guide of all my Days,^^r- ± ill. uu.V.1. Ui ail il 'J Lj'-lJ?t

I have declar'd thy heav'nly Truth,

Ar.d told thy wond'rous
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Wilt thou forfake my hoary Hairs,

And leave my fainting Heart ?

Who fhall fuftain my finking Years,

If God my Strength depart?

Let me thy Pow'r and Truth proclaim

To the furviving Age,
And leave a Savour of thy Name
When I fhall quit the Stage.

The Land of Silence and of Death
Attends my next Remove ;

O ! may thefe poor Remains of Breath

Teach the wide World thy Love !

Pause.

Thy Righteoufnefs is deep and high,

Unfearchable thy Deeds;
Thy Glory fpreads beyond the Sky,

And all my Praife exceeds.

Oft have I heard thy Threat'nings roar,

And oft endur'd the Grief;

But when thy Hand has preft me fore,

Thy Grace was my Relief.

By long Experience have I known
Thy Sov'reign Povv'r to fave ;

At thy Command I venture down,

Securely to the Grave.

When I lie bury'd deep in Duft,,

\ My Flelh mall be thy Care *

Thefe with'rings Limbs with Thee I trail,.

To raife them iirong and fair.

c 5



146 P S A L M I/XX1L

PSALM LXXIL FirrtPart.

Ihe Kingdom ofQ hrist.

1 /^ R E A T God, whofe univerfal Sway
VJT The known and unknown Worlds obey
Now give the Kingdom to thy Son,

Extend his Pow'r exalt his Throne.

2 Thy Sceptre well becomes his Hands,
All Heav'n fubmits to his 'Commands;
His Juftice mall avenge the Poor,

And Pride and Rage prevail no more.

3 With Pow'r he vindicates the Juft,

And treads th' Oppreflbr in the Duft

:

His Wormip and his Fear (hall laft.

Till Hours, and Years, and Time be paft.

4 As Rain on Meadows newly mown,
So (hall he fend his Influence down;
His Grace on fainting Souls diftils,

Like heav'nly Dew on thirfty Hills.

5 The Heathen Lands that lie beneath

The Shades of overfpreading Death,

Revive at his firii dawning Light,

And Deferts blofTom at the Sight.

6 The Saints (hall flourim in his Days,
Dreft in the- Robes of Joy and Praife>

Peace, like a River, from his Throne
Shall flow to Nations yet unknown.

PSALM LXXII. Second Part.

C h rist'; Kingdom among the Gentiles,

i JESUS (hall reign where'er the Sun

I Does his fucceffive Journeys run :

His Kingdom ft retch from Shore to Shore,

Till Moons (hall wax and wane no mors.
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z [Behold ! the Iflands with their Kings,

And Europe her bed Tribute brings

:

From North to South the Princes meet
To pay their Homage at his Feet.

5 There Perfia, glorious to behold,

There India, mines in Eaftern Gold ;

And barb'rous Nations at his Word
Submit, and bow, and own their Lord.]

|.
For him mail endlefs Pray'r be made,
And Princes throng to crown his Head

;

His Name, like fweet Perfume, fhall rife

With ev'ry Morning Sacrifice.

People and Realms of ev'ry Tongue
i Dwell on his Love with fweeteft Song ;

And Infant- Voices mall proclaim

Their early Bleffings on his Name.

• Bleffings abound where'er he reigns -

r

The Pris'ner leaps to lofe his Chains,

The Weary find eternal Reft,

; And all the Sons of Want are bleft.

I [Where he difplays his healing Pow'r,
s- Death and the Curfe are known no more ;.

I In him the Tribes of Adam boaft

More Bleffings than their Father loit.

Let evVy Creature rife and bring.

Peculiar Honours to our King ;

:. Angels defcend with Songs again,

And Earth repeat the loud Amen.J

S A LM LXXIII. Firft Part. Common Metre;

Affiled Saints happy, andprofperous Sinneri iurjta..

N OW I'm convinc'd the Lord is kind
To Men of Heart fincere,
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Yet once my foolifh Thoughts repin'd,

And border'd on Defpair.

2 I griev'd to fee the Wicked thrive,

And fpoke with angry Breath,
" Mow pleafant and profane they 1:

.

' 4 How- peaceful is their Death !

3
»« With well-fed Flefli and haughty Eyes

M They 1 y their Fears to fle

44 Againit the Heav'ns their Slanders rife,

" While Saints in Silence weep.

4 " Tn vain I lift my Hands to pray,

And cleanfemy Heart in vain,
i4 For I am chaften'd all the I

" The Night renews my Pain."

5 Yet while my Tongue indulged Complaints,

I felt my Heart re;

•' Sure I mail thus offend thy Saints,
•' And grieve the Men I love."*

6 But Mill I found my Doubts too hard,

The Conflict too fevere,

Till I retir'd to fearch thy Word,
And learn thy Secrets there.

7 There, as in fome prophetic Glafs,

I faw the Sinner's Feet

High mounted on a flipp'ry H
Bellde a fiery Pit.

S I he *ch profanely boaff,

Till at thy Frown he fc

His Honours in a Dream were loft,

And be awakes in Hell.

q Lord, what an envious Fool I was '

Hew like a thoughiltfs Eeail I
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Thus to fufpeft thy promised Grace,

And think the Wicked bleit.

Yet was I kept from fell Defpair,

Upheld by Pow'r unknown :

That bleffed Hand, that broke the Snare,

Shall guide me to thy Throne.

S'ALM LXXIII. 23—28. Second Part,

Common Metre.

God our Portion here and hereafter.

GO D my Supporter and my Hope,
My Help for ever near,

Thine Arm of Mercy held me up,

When finking in Defpair.

Thy Counfels, Lord, mall guide my Feet
Through this dark Wildernefs;

Thine Hand conduft trie near thy Seat,

To dwell before thy Face.

Were I in Heav'n without my God,
'Twould be no Joy to me;

And whilft this Earth is my Abode,
I long for none but thee.

What if the Springs of Life were broke,

And Flefh and Heart mould faint?

God is my Soul's eternal Rock,
The Strength of ev'ry Saint-!

Behold ! the Sinners that remove
Far from thy Prefence, die;

Not all the Idol-gods they love,

Can fave them when they cry.

But to draw near to thee, my God,
Shall be my fweet Employ 1
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My Tongue fhall found thy Works abroad,

And tell the World rny Joy.

PSALM LXXIII. 22,3,6,17—20. LongMetr

The Profperity of Sinners curfed.

1 T O RD, what a thoughtlefs Wretch was I,

JL_- To mourn, and murmur, and repine

To fee the Wicked plac'd on high,

In Pride and Robes of Honour mine !

2 But O their End, their dreadful End !

Thy Sanctuary taught me fo

On flipp'ry Rocks I fee them Hand,

And fiery Billows roll below.

3 Now let them boaft how tall they rife,

I'll never envy them again,

There they may ftand with haughty Eyes,

Till they plunge deep in endlefs Pain.

4 Their fancy'd Joys, how, fail they flee I

Juft like a Dream when Man awakes ;

Their Songs of fofteft Harmony
Are but a Preface to their Plagues.

5 Now I efteem their Mirth and Wine,
Too dear to purchafe with my Blood

:

Lord, 'tis enough that thou art mine,

My Life, my Portion, and my God.

PSALM LXXIII. Short Metre.

*Tbe Myfiery ofProvidence unfolded.

I QU RE there's a righteous GoD rO Nor is Religion vain ;

Tho' Men of Vice may boail aloud,

And Men of Grace complain.
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I faw the Wicked rife,

And felt my Heart repine,

While haughty Fools with fcornful Eyes*

In Robes of Honour mine.

[Pamper'd with wanton Eafe,

Their Fle(h looks full and fair:

Their Wealth rolls in like flowing Seas,

And grows- without their Care.

Free from the Plagues and Pains

That pious Souls endure,

Thro' all their life Oppreffion reigns,

And racks the humble Poor.

Their impious Tongues blafpheme

The everlafting God:
Their Malice blafts the good Man's Name,
And fpreads their Lies abroad.

But I with flowing Tears
Indulg'd my Doubts to rife

;

;

*' Is there a God that feeks or hears
" The Things below the Skies?"

J

The Tumults of my Thought
Held me in hard Snfpenfe,

Till to thy Houfe my Feet were brought

To learn thy Juftice thence.

\ Thy Word with Light and Pow'r
Did my Miftakes amend

;

I view*d the Sinner's Life before,

But here I learnt their End.

> On what a flipp'ry Steep

The thoughtlefs Wretches go*
And O that dreadful fiery Deep,
That waits their Fall below \
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10 Lord, at thy Feet I bow,

My Thoughts no more repine ;

I call my God my Portion now,
And all my Pow' rs are thine.

PSALM LXXIV.

The Church pleading ivithGoD underfore Perfeeutior.,

i TX7ILL God for ever call us off,

VV His Wrath for ever fmoke
Againft the People of his Love,

His little chofen Flock?

2 Think of the Tribes fo dearly bought
With their Redeemer's Blcod ;

Nor let thy Sion be forgot,

Where once thy Glory flood.

3 Lift up thy Feet, and march in hafte,

Aloud our Ruin calls

;

See what a wide and fearful Wafte
Is made within thy Walls.

4 Where once thy Churches pray'd and fang,

Thy Foes profanely roar;

Over thy Gates their Enfigns hang,

Sad Tokens of their PowV.

5 How are the Seats of Worfhip broke .'

They tear thy Buildings down ;

And he that deals the heavieft Stroke,

Procures the chief Renown.

6 With Flames they threaten to deftroy

Thy Children in their Nells

;

" Come let us burn at once," they cry,
" The Temple and the Prieft."

7 And H: ill to heighten our Diftrefs,

Thy Prefence is withdrawn

;
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Thy wonted Signs of Pow'r and Grace,

Thy Pow'r and Grace are gone.

No Prophet fpeaks to calm our Woes,

But all the Seers mou<rn ;

There's not a Soul amongft us knows
The Time of thy Return.

Pause.

How long, eternal God ! how long,

Shall Men of Pride blafpheme ?

Shall Saints be made their endlefs Song,

And bear immortal Shame ?

Canft thou for ever fit and hear
Thy holy Name profan'd?

And flill thy Jealouly forbear,

.
And Hill withhold thy Hand ?

What ftrange DelivVance haft thou fliown

In Ages long before !

And now no other God we own,
No other God adore.

Li Thou didft divide the raging Sea,

By thy refiftlefs Might,

To make thy Tribes a wond'rous Way,
And then fecure their Flight.

Is not the World of Nature thine,

The Darknefs and the Day?
Didft thou not bid the Morning mine,
And mark the Sun his Way ?

Hath not thy Pow'r form'd ev'ry Coaft,

And fet the Earth its Bounds,
With Summer's Heat, and Winter's Froft,

In their perpetual Rounds?
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15 And (hall the Sons of Earth and Duft

That facred Pow'r blafphenie ?

Will not thy Hand that form'd them firft,

Avenge thine injur'd Name !

16 Think on the Cov'nant thou haft made,
And all thy Words of Love:

Nor let the Birds of Prey invade
And vex thy mourning Dove.

j 7 Our Foes would triumph in our Blood,
And make cur Hope their Jeft :

Plead thy own Caufe, Almighty God!
And give thy Children Reft.

PSALM LXXV.

Power and Governmentfrom God along*

Applied to the glorious Revolution

William, or the happy Acceffion

George to the Throne.

1 ' I
1 O thee, moft Holy, and moft High,

JL To thee we briug our thankful Praile ;

Thy Works declare thy Name is nigh,

Thy Works of Wonders and of Grace.

2 Britain was doom'd to be a Slave

;

Her Frame diftblv'd, her Fears were great

;

When God a new Supporter gave,

To bear the Pillars of the State.

3 He from thy Hand receivM his Crown,
And (wore to rule by wholefome Laws

;

His Foot flnll tread th* Oppreffor down,
His Arm defend the righteous Caufe.

4 Let haughty Sinners fink their Pride,

Nor life fo high their frornful Head;

1 of K
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But lay their foolifh Thoughts afide,

And own the King that God hath made.

Such Honours never come by Chance,

Nor do the Winds Promotion blow ;

'Tis God the Judge doth one advance,

'Tis God that lays another low.

No vain Pretence to royal Birth,

Shall fix a Tyrant on the Throne

;

God, the great Sov'rcign of the Earth

Will rife, and make his Juilice known.

[His Hand holds out the dreadful Cup
Of Vengeance, mix'd with various Plagues,

To make the Wicked drink them up,

Wring out and tafle the bitter Dregs.

Now mail the Lord exalt the Juft:

And while he tramples on the Proud,

And lays their Glory in the Duft,

My Lips mall fing his Praife aloud.]

PSALM LXXVI.

Yraelfqvedy and the Affyrians defiroyed: or, Goo'i
Vengeance agaiv.fi his Enemies proctitisfrom his

Church.

IN Judah, God of old was known

;

His Name in Ifr'el great

;

In Salem flood his holy Throne,
And Sion was his Seat.

2 Among the Praifes of his Saints,

His Dwelling there he chofe ;

There he receiv'd their juft Complaints
Againft their haughty Foes.
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3 From Zion went his dreadful Word,
And broke the threatning Spear ;

The Bow. the Arrows, and the Sword,
And crulh'd th' Afiyrian War.

4 \\ hat are the Earth's wide Kingdoms elfe

But mighty Hills of Prey ?

The Hill on which Jehovah dwells,

Is glorious more than they.

5 'Twas Zion's King that ftopp'd the Breath
Of Captains and their Bands

:'

The Men of Might flept fall in Death,
And never found their Hands.

6 At thy Rebuke, O Jacob'? God,
Both Horfe and Char l fell

!

Who knows the Teuton of thy Rod !

Thy Vengeance who can tell ?

7 What Pow'r can (rand before thy Sight,

When once thy Wrath appears ?

When Heav'n (bines round with dreadful Ligh

The Earth )ies ftill and fears.

8 When God in his own fov'rcign Ways
Comes down to fave th' Oppreft,

» The Wrath of Man (hall work his Praife,

And He'll reitrain the reft.

9 [Vow to the Lord, and Tribute bring;

Ye Princes, fear his Frown ;

His Terrors (hake the proudeft King,

And cut an Army down.

10 The Thunder of his fliarp Rebuke
Our haughty Foes (hall feel j

For Jacob's God hath not foribok,

But dwells in Zion Hill.]

1
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PSALM LXXVII. Firft Part.

Melancholy ajfaulting> and Hopeprevailing.

TO God J cry'd with mournful Voice,
I fought his gracious Ear,

in the fad Day .vhen Troubles rofe,

And filPd the Night with Fear.

Sad were my Days, and dark my Nights,

My Soul refus'd Relief;

[ thought on God, the Juft and Wife,

But Thought increas'd rny Grief.

:>till I complain'd, and ftill oppreft,

My Heart began to break ;

Ay God, thy Wrath forbad me Reft,

And kept my Eyes awake,

vly overwhelming Sorrows grew,

;

Till I could fpeak no more ;

rhen I within myfelf withdrew,

I
And call'd thy Judgments o'er.

call'd back Years and ancient Times,

;

When I beheld thy Face ;

Vly Spirit fearch'd for/fecret Crimes
: That might withhold thy Grace.

call'd thy Mercies to my Mind,
Which I enjoy'd before;

\nd will the Lord no more be kind?
His Face appear no more ?

Will he for ever call me off ?

His Promife ever fail ?

las he forgot his tender Love ?

Shall Anger ftill prevail ?

Jut I forbid this hopelefs Thought,
This dark, defpairing Frame,



§M PSALM LXXVII.
*

Remembring what thy Hand hath wrought

;

Thy Hand is frill the fame.

9 I'll think again of all thy Ways,
And talk thy Wonders o'er ;

Thy Wonders of recov'ring Grace,
When l'Jem could hope no more.

io Grace dwells with Juftice on the Throne;
And Men that love thy Word,

Have in thy Sanftuary known
The Counfels of the Lord.

P S A L,M LXXVII. Second Park

Comfort derivedfrom ancient Providences: or, If;

deliveredfrom Egypt, and brought to Canaan.

1 " TTOW awful is th> chaining Rod?"
XJ. (May thine own Children fay)

kT The great, the wife, the dreadful God !

*' How holy is his Way!"

2 I'll meditate his Works of old ;

The King that rergns above?

I'll hear his ancient Wonders told,

And learn to truit his Love.

3 Long did the Houfe of jofeph lie

With Egypt's Yoke oppreft:

Long he delay'd to hear their Cry,
Nor gave his Peopre Reft.

4 The Sons of good old Jacob feem'd
Abandon'd to their Foes

;

But his Almighiy Arm redeem'd
The Nation that he chofe.

5 Ifr'el, his People and his Sheep,

Mull follow where he calls

:
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it bids them Venture thro' the Deep,

And makes the Wives their Walls.

The Waters faw thee, mighty God !

The Waters faw thee come;
Jackward they fed. and frighted Hood,

.To make thine Armies room.

Strange was thy Tou-ney through the Sea;

Thy Footfteps, Lord, unknown :

Terrors attend the wond'rous Way
That brings thy Mercies down.

"Thy V<5ice, with Terror in the Sound,

Thro* Clouds and Darknefs broke,

r

^ll Heav'n in Light'ninq; {hone around.

And Earth with Thunder fhook.

Thine Arrows thro' the Skies were hurl'd,

How glorious is the Lord ?

Surprize and trembling feiz'd the World,
And his own Saints ador'd.

He gave them Water from the Rock;
And fafe by Mofes' Hand

TbTo' a dry Oefart led his Flock

Home to the promis'd Land.]

PSALM LXXVIII. Firft Part.

evidences o/God recorded : or, Pious Education

and Injiruclion ofChildren.

LE T Children hear the mighty Deeds,

-j Which God perform'd of old;

Which in our younger Years we faw,

And which oar Fathers told,

rle bids us make his Glories known j

His Works of Pow'r and Grace

;
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And we'll convey his Wonders down,
Through e\'ry rifing Race.

3 Our Lips mall tell them to our Sons,

And they again to theirs ;

That Generations yet unborn
May teach them to their Heirs.

4 Thus mall they learn in God alone

Their Hope fecurcly (lands :

That they may ne'er forget his Works
But practife his Commands.

PSALM LXXVIII. Second Part.

Ifraets RebeVion and Puvifiment : or, The Sins

Chajlijtmenti cf God's People.

i /^V What a ftiff rebellious Houfe
V_-/ Was Jacob's ancient Race !

Falfe to their own moft folemn Vows,
And to their Maker's Grace.

2 They broke the Covenant of his Love,
And did his Laws defpife,

Forgot the Works he wrought to prove

His Pow'r before their Eyes.

3 They faw the Plagues on Egypt light,

From his avenging Hand;
What dreadfnl Tokens of his Might

Spread o'er that ltubborn Land!

4 They faw him cleave the mighty Sea,

And march in Safety through.

With wat'ry Walls to guard their Way,
Till they had 'fcap'd the Foe.

5 A wond'rous Pillar mark'd tne Road,
Composed of Shade and Light

;
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By Day it prov'd a fhelfring Cloud,

A leading Fire by Night.

) He from the Rock their Thirft fupply'd;

The gufhing Waters fell,

And ran in Rivers by their Side,

A conftant Miracle.

7 Yet they provok'd the Lord moft High,
And darM diftruft his Hand

;

" Can he with Bread our Hoft fupply
" Amidft this defert Land?'*

I The Lord with Indignation heard.

And caus'd his Wrath to flame ;

His Terrors ever ftand prepar'd

To vindicate his Name.

PSALM LXXVIII. Third Part.

The Punijhment of Luxury and Intemperance : Or„

Chajlifement and Salvation.

WHEN Ifrael fins, the Lord reproves.

And fills their Hearts with Dread

;

Yet he forgives the Men he loves,

And fends them heav'nly Bread.

He fed them with a liberal Hand,
And made his Treafures known:

He gave the midnight Clouds command
To pour Provifion down.

The Manna, like a Morning- Show'r,
Lay thick around their Feet;

The Corn of Heav'n, fo light, fo pure.

As tho' 'twere Angels Meat.

But they in murm'ring Language faii,
44 Manna is all our Feaft,

H
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V Welothe this Light, this airy Bread;
*' We mult have Flefh to taite."

5
ft Ye fliall have Flefh to pleafe your Lult,"

The Lord in Wfath reply'd;

And fent them Quails, like Sand or Daft,
Heap'd up from Side to Side.

6 He gave them all their own Defire

;

And greedy as they fed,

His Vengeance burnt with fecret Fire,

And fmote the RtbeL dead.

7 When fome were flain, the reft return'd,

And fought the Lord with Tears

;

Under the Rod they fear'd and Jnourn'd,

But foon forgot their Fears.

8 Oft he chaftis'd and Hill forgave,

Till by his gracious Hand
The Nation he refolv'd to fave,

Pcffefs'd the promis'd Land.

PSALM LXXVIII. ver. 32, fefe Fourth P,

Back/Tiding and Forgivenefs : or, Sin punijhed a

Saints faved.

1 pREATGoD, how oft did Ifr'el prove

V7 By Turns thine Anger and thy Love?
There in a Glafs our Hearts may fee

How fickle and how falfe they be.

2 How foon the faithlefs Jews forgot

The dreadful Wonders God had wrought'!

Then they provoke him to his Face,

Nor fear his Pow'r, nor trull his Grace.

3 The Lord confum'd their Years in Pain,

And made their Travels long and vain ;
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A tedious March through unknown Ways.,

Wore out their Strength, and fpent their Days.

Oft when they faw their Brethren flain,

They mourn'd and fought the Lord again;

Call'd him the Rock of their Abode,

Their high Redeemer and their God.

Their Pray'rs and Vows before him rife,

As flatt'ring Words, or folemn Lies

While their rebellious Tempers prove

Falfe to his Covenant, and his Love.

Yet did his fov'reign Grace forgive

The Men who not deferv'd to live

;

His Anger oft away he turn'd,

Or elfe with gentle Flame it burn'd.

He faw their Flefh was weak and frail,

He faw Temptations ftill prevail

;

The God of Abraham lov'd them Hill,

And led them to his holy Hill.

PSALM LXXX.

The Church's Prayer under Affliaion: or, Tkr
VineyardofGod *wajled.

GREAT Shepherd of thine Ifrael,

Who didft between the Cherubs dwell,

And ledft the Tribes, thy chofen Sheep,

Safe through the Defert and the Deep*

Thy Church is in the Defert now,
Shine from on high and guide us thro'

;

Turn us to Thee, thy Love reftore,

We Hull be fav'd, and figh no more.

Great God, whom heav'nly Holts obey,
How long ikall we lament and pray,
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And Wait in vain thy kind Return ?

How long (hall thy fierce Anger burn?

4 Inftead of Wine and cheerful Bread,

Thy Saints with their own Tears arc fed

;

Turn us to Thee, thy Love rcftore,

We fhall be fav'd, and figh no more

Pause I.

5 Hurt thou not planted with thy Hands
A lovely Vine in Heathen Lands?
Did not thy Pow'r defend it round,

And heav'nly Dews enrich the Ground?

6 How did the fpreading Branches (hoot,

And blefs'd the Nations with the Fruit !

But now, dear Lord, look down and fee,

Thy mourning Vine, that lovely Tree.

2 Why is its Beauty thus defae'd ?

Why haft thou laid her Fences wade ?

Strangers and Foes againfl her join,

And ev'ry Beaft devours thy Vine.

8 Return, Almighty God, return;

Nor let thy bleeding Vineyard mourn:
Turn us to Thee, thy Love reftore

;

We fhall be fav'd, and figh no more.

Pause II. .

9 Lord, when this Vine in Canaan grew,

Thou was its Strength and Glory too !

Attack'd in vain by all its Foes,

Till the fair Branch of Promrfe rofe.

io Fair Branch, ordain'd of old to fhoot,

From David's Stock, from Jacob's Root

;

Himfelf a noble Vine, and we
The lefler Branches of the Tree.
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'Tis thine own Son, and he (Hall (land,

Girt with thy Strength, at thy right Hand-;

Thy riril-born Son adorn'd and bleft

With Pow'r and Grace above the reft,

j O! for his Sake attend our Cry,

Shine on thy Churches, leifc {hey die

;

Turn us to Thee, thy Love reftore :

We fhall be fav'd, and figh no more;

P SAL M LXXXI. 1, 8-16.

The Warning* e/GoD to his People: ox,- Spiritual

BleJJings and Punijbments.

SING to the Lord aloud,

And make a cheerful Noife ;

God is our Strength, our Saviour-GoD,
Let Ifr'el hear his' Voice.:

" From vile -Idolatry .

" Preferve my Worihip clean ;

" I am the Lord who fet thee free

•' From Slavery and Sin.

u Stretch thy Defires abroad,
*' And I'll fupply them well ;

" But if ye will refufe your God, ,

" If Ifr'el will rebel;

" I'll leave them," faith the Lord,
" To their own Lufls a Prey,

" And let them run the dang'rous Road,
" 'Tis their own chofen Way.

" Yet O ! that all my Saints

" Would hearken to my Voice!
" Soon I would eafe their fore Complaints,
" And bid their Hearts rejoice.

h 3
-
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6 " While I deftroy'd their Foes,
" I'd richly feed my Flock,

" And they {hould tafte the Stream that flows
" From their eternal Rock."

PSALM LXXXII.

God thefupreme Governor: or, Magiflratesnuarn

i AMONGth' Affemblies of the Great,

JTjL A greater Ruler takes his Seat:

The God of Heav'n, as Judge, furVeys

Thofe Gods on Earth, and all their Ways.

2 Why will ye then frame wicked Laws?
Or why fupport th' unrighteous Caufe?
When will ye once defend the Poor,

That Sinners vex the Saints no more?

3 They know not, Lord, nor will they know;
Dark are the Ways in which they go

:

Their Name of earthly Gods is vain,

For they mail fall and die like Men.

4 Arife, O Lord, and let thy Son
Poffefs his urtiverfal Throne,
And rule the Nations with his Rod;
He is our Judge, and He our God.

PSALM LXXXIIL

A Complaint againft Perfecuton.

I A ND willtheGoDofGrr.ee
Perpetual Silence keep ?

The God of Juitice hold his Peace,

And let his Vengeance fleep?

Behold what curfed Sn:

The Men of Mifchief fprcad :

The Men that hate thy Saints and Thee,

I ift up their threat'ning I



PSALM LXXXIV. 167-

Againft thy hidden Ones
Their Counfels they employ,

And Malice with her watchful Eye,

Purfues them to deftroy.

The Noble and the Bafe

Into thy Paftures leap;

The Lion and the ftupid Afs

Confpire to vex thy Sheep.

u Come, let us join," they cry,
" To root them from the Ground,

I Till not the Name of Saints remai*,
" Nor Mem'ry lhall be found."

Awake, Almighty God,
And call thy Wrath to mind ;

Give them like Forefts to the Fire,

Or Stubble to the Wind.

Convince their Madnefs, Lord,
And make them feek thy Name

;

Or elfe their ilubborn Rage confound,

That they may die in Shame. \

Then mail the Nations knQW
That glorious dreadful Word,

Jehovah is thy Name alone,

And thou the Sov'reign Lord.

SALM LXXXIV. FirftPart. Long Metre.

The Pleafure ofPublic Worjbip.

T TOW pleafant, how divinely fair,

XJl O Lord of Holts, thy Dwellings are!
' With long Defire my Spirit faints

To meet th' AfTemblies of thy Saints.

My Flefh would reft in thine Abode,
My panting Heart cries, out for God;

h 4
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My God! my King! why fhoufd I be
So far from all my Joys and thee?

3 The Sparrow choofes were to reft.

And for her Young provides her Neft:
But will my God to Sparrows grant

That Pleafure which his Children want?

4 Bleft are the Saints who fit on high,

Around thy Throne of Majetly j

Thy brighter Glories mine above,

And all their Work is Praife and Love.

5 Bleft are'the Souls that find a Place

Within the Temple of thy Grace;
There they behold thy gentler Rays,

And feek thy Face, and learn thy Praife.

6 Bleft are the Men, whofe Hearts are fet

To find a Way to Zion's Gate ;

God is their Strength; and through the Road,

They lean upon their Helper, God.

7 Cheerful they walk with growing Strength,

Till all (hall meet in Heav'n at length,

Till all before thy Face appear,

And join in nobler Worfhip there.

PSALM LXXXIV. Second Part. Long Metr

God and bis Church: or, Grace andGlorj*

i pREATGcn attend, while Zion fings

K1 The Joy that from thy Prefence fprings

;

To fpend one Day with thee on Earth,

Exceeds a thoufand Days of Mirth.

2 Might I enjoy the meaneft Place

Within ihine Houfe, O God of Grace,
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Not Tents of Eafe, nor Thrones of Pow'r,
Should tempt my Feet to leave thy Door.

God is our Sun, he makes our Day:
God is our Shield, he guards our Way
From all th' Aflaults of Hell and Sin,

From Foes without, and Foes within.

All needful Grace will God bellow,

And crown that Grace with Glory too

;

I
He gives us all Things, and withholds

No real Good from upright Souls.

O God, our King, whofe fov'reign Sway
i The glorious Hofts in Heav'n obey

;

And Devils at thy Prefence flee;

Bleft is the Man that trulls in thee.

I

P S A L M LXXXIV. i,4,2,3,io,

Paraphras'd in Common Metre.

Delight in Ordinances of Worjhip ; or, God prefenS -

in his Churches. .

MY Soul, how lovely is the Place *

To which thy God reforts ?

'Tis HeaVn to fee his fmiling Face> .

Tho* in his earthly Courts.

There the great Monarch of the Skies

His faving PoW'r difplays,

] And Light breaks in upon our Eyes
With kind and quick'ning Rays.

Wkh his rich Gifts the heav'nly Doye r

Defcends and fills. the Place,

While Christ reveals his wond'rows Love, ,

And iheds abroad- his Grace.
H 5
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4 There, mighty God, thy Works declare

The Secrets of thy Will,
And flill we feek thy Mercy there,

And fing thy Praifes Hill.

Pause.

5 My Heart and Flefh cry out for Thee,
While far from thine Abode ;

When fhall I tread thy Courts, and fee

My Saviour and my God?

6 The Sparrow builds herfelf a Nell,

And farters no Remove;
O make me, like the Sparrows bleft,

To dwell but where I love.

7 To fit one Day beneath thine Eye
And hear thv gracious Voice,

Exceeds a whole Eternity

Employ 'd in carnal Joys.

8 Lord, at thy Threfhold I would wait,

While Jesus is within,

Rather than fill a Throne of State,

Or live in Tents of Sin.

9 Could I command the fpacious Land,

And the more boundlefs Sea,

For one bleft Hour at thy right Hand,
I'd give them both away.

PSALM LXXXIV. As the 148th Pfclm.

L»»gfagfor the Htuft t/GoD.

i T ORD Of the Worlds above,

-L-j How pleafant and how fair

The Dwellings of thy Love,

Thy Earthly Temples are'
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To thine Abode
My Heart afpires,

With warm Defires

To Tee my God.

'2 The Sparrow for her Young,
With Pleafure feeks a Nell;

And wand' ring Swallows long

To find their wonted Reft

:

My Spirit faints

With equal Zeal,

To rife and dwell

Among thy Saints.

O happy Souls that pray

Where God appoints to hear!

O happy Men that pay
Their conftant. Service there !

They praife thee flill

;

And happy they

That love the Way
To Zion's Hilli

4 They go from Strength to Strength,

Thro' this dark Vale of Tears,

Till each arrives at length,

Till each in Heav'n appears:

O glorious Seat,

When God our King
Shall thither bring

Our willing Feet!

P A V S fc.

5 To fpend one facred Day
V/here God and Saints abide,

Affords diviner Joy
Than thoofand Days beftdc

:
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Where God reforts,

I love it more
To keep the Door,
Than mine in Courte.

6 God is our Sun and Shield,

Our Light and our Defence;
With Gifts his Hands are fill'd,

We draw our BlefTings thence:

He mall beftow

On Jacob's Race
Peculiar Grace
And Glory too.

7 The Lord his People loves;

His Hand no Good withholds

From thofe his Heart approves,

From pure and pious Souls;

Thrice happy he,

O God of Hofts,

Whofe Spirit trufts

Alone in thee!

PSALM LXXXV. ver. i_8. Firft Pari

Waitingfor an Anfwer to Prayer: or, Deliverance

begun and completed,

i T ORD, thou haft call'd thy Grace to mind,
I j Thou haft revers'd our heavy Doom:
So God forgave when Ifr'el finn'd,

And brought his wand'ring Captives home.

2 Thou haft begun to fet us free,

And made thy fierceft Wrath abate;

Now let our Hearts be turn'd to thee,

And thy. Salvation be complete.

3 Revive our dying Graces, Lord,
And let thy Saints rn thee rejoice

;
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Make known thy Truth, fulfil thy Word

;

We wait for Praife to tune our Voice.

We wait to hear what God will fay;

He'll fpeak and give his People Peace:

But let them run no more aflray,

Left his returning Wrath increafe.

• S A L M LXXXV. ver, 9, &c. Second Part.

Salvation ^Christ.

SALVATION is for ever nigh

The Souls that fear and truft the Lord ;

And Grace defcending from on high,

Frefh Hopes of Glory fhall afford.

Mercy and Truth on Earth are met,

Since Ch r 1 st the Lo r d came down from Heav'n;
By his Obedience fo complete,

Juftice is pleas'd, and Peace is giv'n.

Now Truth and Honour mail abound,
! Religion dwell on Earth again,

And heav'nly Influence blefs the Ground,
In our Redeemer's gentle Reign.

. His Righteoufnefs is gone before,

: To give us free Accefs to God ;

Our wand'ring Feet fhall ftray no more,

But mark his Steps, and keep the Road.

PSALM LXXXVI. ver. 8—13.

Ageneral Song of Praife to God.

AMONG the Princes, earthly Gods,
There's none hath Pow'r divine ;

Nor is their Nature, mighty Lord!
Nor are their Works like thine.

The Nations thou haft made, (hall bring

Their OrTVings round thy Throne;
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For thou alone doll wondrous Things,

For thou art God alone.

3 Lord, I would walk with holy Feet;

Teach me thins heav'nly Ways ;

And my poor fcatter'd Thoughts unite

In God my Father's Praife.

4 Great is thv Mercy, and my Tongua
Shall thofe f\eet Wonders tell,

How by thy Grace my finking Soul

Rofe from the Deeps of Hell.

PSALM LXXXVII.

The Church the Birth-place 9/the Saints: or, Je%:
and Gentiles united in the Cbri/ian Church.

1 f~^
O D in his earthly Temple lays

VJT Foundations for his heav'nly Praife :

He likes the Tents of Jacob well,

But (till in Zion loves to dwell.

2 His Mercy vifits ev'ry Houfe

That pay their Night and Morning Vows;
But makes a more delightful Stay

Where Churches meet to praife and pray.

3 What Glories were defcrib'd of old >

What Wonders are of Zion told?

Thou City of our God below,

Thy Fame mall Tyre and Egypt know.

4 Egypt and Tyre, and Greek and Jew,
Shall there begin their Lives anew :

Angels and Men fhall join to fing

The Hill where living Waters fpring,

^ When God makes up his lait Account^
Of Natives in his holy Mount,
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'Twill be an Honour to appear
As one new-born, or nourifh'd there f

PSALM LXXXIX. Long Metre.

be Covenant made withCh r i st ; or, the trueDavid*

FO R ever mall my Song record

The Truth and Mercy of the Lord;
Mercy and Truth for ever ftand,

Like Heav'n, eftablifhed by his Hand.

Thus to his Son he fware, and faid,

I With thee my Cov'nant firft is made ;

I In thee fhall dying Sinners live,

* Glory and Grace are thine to give.

I Be thou my Prophet, thou my Pried;
" Thy Children mail be ever-bleft;

I Thou art mychofen King; Thy Throne
1 Shall ftand eternal like my own.

I There's none of all my Sons above
" So much my Image or my Love;
" Celeftial Pow'rs thy Subjeds are;
" Then what can Earth to thee compare?

I David, my Servant, whom I chofe
" To guard my Flock, to crufli my Foes*

P And rais'd him to the Jewiih Throne,,

I Was but a Shadow of my Son."

Now let the Church rejoice and fmgr
Jesus her Saviour, and her King:
Angels his heav'nly Wonders (how,

And Saints declare his Works belovv.
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PSALM LXXXIX. FfrftPart. Common Metr

The FaithfuUefs of God.

1 *\/f Y never-ceafmg Song mall mow
IVl The Mercies of the Lord,
And make fucceeding Ages know
How faithful is his Word.

2 The facred Truths his Lips pronounce,
Shall firm as Heav'n endure :

And if he fpeak a Promife once,

Th* eternal Grace is fure.

3 How long the Race of David held

The promis'd Jewifh Throne!
But there's a nobler Cov'nant feal'd .

To David's greater Son.

4 His Seed for ever fhall poflefs

A Throne above the Skies

;

The meaneft Subject of his Grace
Shall to that Glory rife.

5 Lord God of Hofts, thy wondrous Ways
Are fur.g by Saints above;

And Sair.ts en Earth their Honours xaifc

To thine unchanging Love,

PSALM LXXXIX. 7,&c. Second Part

The Firmer and MajeJIy ofGod : or, Reverential

Worjbip.

i "T T 7 ITH Rev'rencc let the Saints appear

V V And bow before the Lor d ;

His high Commands with RevVcncc hear,

And tremble at his Word.

2 How terrible thy Glories be ?

How bright thine Armies mine !
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Wliere is the Pow'r that vies with thee ?

Or Truth comparM with thine ?

The Northern Pole and Southern, reft

On thy fupporting Hand ;

Darknefs and Day from Eaft to Weft
Move round at thy Command.

Thy Words the raging Winds control!,

And rule the boiiProus Deep ;

Thou mak'ft the fleeping Billows roll,

The rolling Billows fleep.

Heav'n, Earth, and Air, and Sea are thine,

And the dark World of Hell ;

How did thine Arm in Vengeance fhine,

When Egypt durft rebel

!

Juftice and Judgment are thy Throne,
Yet wond'rous is thy Grace ;

While Truth and Mercy join'd in one,

Invite us near thy Face.

J

S A L M LXXXIX. 1 j, &c. Third Part.

A Blejfed Go/pel.

BL E ST are the Souls that hear and know
The GofpePs joyful Sound ;

,

! Peace fhall attend the Paths they go,

And Light their Steps furround.

" Their Joy fhall bear their Spirits up,

Thro' their Redeemer's Name!
His Righieoufnefs exalts their Hope,
Nor Satan dares condemn.

The Lord, our Glory and Defence,

Strength and Salvation gives

:

Ifr'el, thy King forever reigns,.

Thy God for ever lives.
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PSALM LXXXIX. 19, Sec. Fourth Par

Ch r 1 st'j Mediatorial Kingdom ; or, bis divine
I

and human Nature*

1 TTEA R what the Lord in Vifion faid,

J_ X And made his Mercy known

:

*' Sinners, behold your Help is laid

" On my Almighty Son.

2 " Behold the Man my Wifdom chofe
" Among your mortal Race;

" His Head my holy Oil o'erflows,
" The Spirit of my Grace.

3 " High (hall he reign on David's Throne,
" My Peoples better King;

" My Arm (hall beat his Rivals down,
•- And flill new Subjects bring.

4 " My Truth fhall guard him in his Way,
" With Mercy by his Side,

" While in my Name thro' Earth and Sea
" He fhall in Triumph ride.

5
** Me for his Father and his God

'* He ihall for ever own,
*< Call me his Rock, his high Abode;
" And riliupport ray Son.

6 " My Firft-born Son array'd in Grace
u At my right Hand (hall fit

;

•' Beneath him Angel? know their Place,
•' And Monarchs at his Feet.

7 " My Cov'nant ftands for ever fall;

" My Prooiifes are llrong;

Firm as the Hea¥'iishis Throne fhall la&,

" His Seed ondure as long.'*
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SALM LXXXIX. 30, &c. Fifth Part.

rbe Covenant ofGrace unchangeable : or, AjjliQions

without Rejection.

I \7ET, (faith the Lord) if David's Race,

I u The Children of my Son,

I Should break my Laws, abufe my Grace,
'« And tempt mine Anger down;

I Their Sins I'll vifit with the Rod,
" And make their Folly fmart;

I But I'll not ceafe to be their God,
" Nor from my Truth depart.

m My Cov'nant I will ne'er revoke,
" Bbt keep my Grace in mind

;

I And what eternal Love hath fpoke,
" Eternal Truth mall bind.

f Once have I fworn, (I need no more)
" And pledg'd my Holinefs,

" To feal the facred Fromife fure

" To David and his Race.

" The Sun fhall fee his Offspring rife,

" x^nd fpread from Sea to Sea,
" Long as the travels round the Skies,

" To give the Nations Day.

" Sure as the Moon that rules the Night,
" His Kingdom (hall endure,

S Till the hVd Laws of Shade and Light
if

Shall be obferv'd no more."

m m
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PSALM LXXXIX. 47, & c . Sixth Part.

Long Metre.

Mortality and Hope.

A Funeral Pfalm.

i TJ Emember, Lord, our mortal State,

XV How frail our Life! how foort the Date \

Where is the Man that draws Lis Ereath

Safe from Difeafe, fecure from Death ?

2 Lord, while we fee whole Nations die,

Our Flefh and Senfe repine and cry,
•• Mult Death for ever rage and reign ;

" Or hail thou made Mankind in vain ?

3 " Where is thy Promife to the jail

;

" Are not thy Servants turn'd to Duil? 1 *

But Faith forbids thefe mournful Sighs,

And fees the fleeping Dull arife.

4 That glorious Hour, that dreadful Day,
Wipes the Reproach of Saints away.

And clears the Honour of thy Word :

Awake, our Souls ! and blefs the Lord.

PSALM LXXXrX. 47, Sec. La&Plrts

As the i 131I1 Pfalm.

Life, Death, and the Refurreclion.

1 ^pH INK mighty God, on feeble Man,

JL How few his Hours, how fhort his Span

Short from the Cradle to the Grave:

Who can fecure his vital Breath

Againft the bold Demand of Death.

With Skill to fly, or Pow'r to fare*

2 Lord, mall it be for ever faid,

** The Race of Man was only made
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" For Sicknefs, Sorrow, and the Dull?"
Are not thy Servants Day by Day
Sent to their Graves and turn'd to Clay?
Lord, where's'thy Kindnefs to the Juft?

3 Haft thou not promis'd to thy Son,

And all his Seed, a heav'nly Crown?
But Flelh and Sen r

e indulge Defpair:

For ever blefled be the Lord,
That Faith can read his holy Word,
And find a Refurreclion there.

4. For ever bleffed be the Lord!
Who gives his Saints a long Reward

For all their Toil, Reproach and Painj

Let all below, and all above,

Join to proclaim thy wondrous Love,
And each repeat a loud Amen.

PSALM XC. Long Metre.

Man mortal, and God tternal.

A mournful Song at a Funeral.

1 HT HRO' ev'ry Age, eternal Go d !

1 Thou art our Reft, our fafe Abode ;

High was thy Throne ere Heav'n was made,
Or Earth thy humble Footftool laid.

2 Long hadft thou reign'd ere Time began,

Or Dull was faihion'd into Man

;

And long thy Kingdom ihall endure,

When Earth and Time fhall be no more.

3 But Man, weak Man, is born to die,

Made up of Guilt and Vanity:

Thy dreadful Sentence, Lord, was jufo
4i Return, ye Sinners, to your Duft."
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4 [A thoufand of oar Years amount
Scarce to a Day in thine Account

;

Like Yefterday's departed Light,

Or the laft Watch of ending Night.

Pause.

5 Death, like an overflowing Stream,

Sweeps us away ; our Life's a Dream ;

An empty Tale ; a Morning Flow'r.

Cut down and wither'd in an Hour.]

o[Our Age to Seventy Years is fet:

How fhort the Terni ! how frail the State !

And if to Eighty we arrive,

We rather figh and groan than live.

7 But O how oft thy Wrath appears,

And cuts off our expe&ed Years!

Thy Wrath awakes our humble Dread ;

We fear that Pow'r that flrikes us dead.]

8 Teach us, O Lord, how frail is Man ;

And kindly lengthen out our Span,

Till a wife Care of Piety

Fits us to die and dwell with thee.

PSALM XC. 1—5. FirftPart. Common Metf

Man frail, and God ettrntl.

I ^VUR God, our Help in Ages pail,

V^/ Our Hope for years to come,

Our Shelter from the ftormy Blaft,

And our eternal Home.

2_ Under the Shadow of thy Throne
Thy Saints have dwelt fecure

;

Sufficient is thine Arm alone,

And our Defence is fure.
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Before the Hills in order flood,

Or Earth received her Frame,

From Everlafting thou art God,
To endlefs Years the fame.

Thy Word commands our Flefh to Duft,
•' Return, ye Sons of Men :"

All Nations rofe from Earth at firft,

And turn to Earth again.

A thoufand Ages in thy Sight

Are like an Ev'ning gone ;

Short as the Watch that ends the Night,

Before the rifing Sun.

[The bufy Tribes of Flefh and Blood,

With all their Lives and Cares,

Are carry'd downwards by the Flood,

And loll in following Years.

Time, like an ever-rolling Stream,

Bears all his Sons away;
They fly, forgotten, as a Dream

Dies at the opening Day.

Like flow'ry Fields the Nations (land,

Pleas'd with the Morning-Light:
The Flow'rs beneath the Mower's Hand

Lie with'ring ere 'tis Night.]

Our God, our Help in Ages paft,

Our Hope for Years to come,
Be thou our Guard while Troubles laft,

And our eternal Home.

m m
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PSALM XC. 8,u,9,!o,i2. Second P;

Common Metre.

Infirmities and Mortality the EjfeflofSin.-or L
old dge, and Preparationfor Death.

1 T O R D, if thine Eyes furvey our Paul
-L_J And Juflice grows fevere,

Thy dreadful Wrath exceeds our Though!
And burns beyond our Fear.

2 Thine Anger turns our Frame to Duftj
By one Offence to thee,

Adam, with all his Sons, have left

Their Immortality.

3 Life, like a vain Amufement flies ;

A Fable or a Song

:

By fwift Degrees our Nature dies,

Nor can our Joys be long.

4 'Tis but a few whofe Days amount
To threefcore Years and ten;

And all beyond that fhort Account
Is Sorrow, Toil, and Pain.

5 [Our Vitals with laborious Strife

Bear up the crazy Load,

And drag thofe poor Remains of Life

Along the tirefome Road.]

6 Almighty God, reveal tfty Love,

And not thy Wrath alone

;

O let our fweet Experience prove

The Mercies of thy Throne!

7 Our Souls would learn the heavenly Art,

To improve the Hours we have,

TJiat we may aft the wifer Part,

And live beyond the Grave.

P S A I
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5ALM XC. ver. 13, &c. Third Part. Com. Metre,

Breathing after Heaven

,

RETURN, O God of Love, return

i

Earth is a tirefome Place

:

How long mall we thy Children mourn
Our Abfence from thy Face ?

Let Heav'n fucceed our painful Years

;

Let Sin and Sorrow ceafe ;

And in proportion to our Tears,

So make our Joys increafe.

Thy Wonders to thy Servants mow,
Make thy own Work complete ;

Then mall our Souls thy Glory know,
And own thy Love is great.

Then mail we fhine before thy Throne
In all thy Beauty, Lord ;

And the poor Service we have done
Meet a divine Reward.

S A L M XC. ver. 5, 10, 12. Short Metre.

The Frailty and Shortnefs ofLife.

LORD, what a feeble Piece

Is this our mortal Frame?
Our Life, how poor a Trifle 'tis,

That fcarce deferves the Name \

Alas, the brittle Clay
That built our Body flrft !

And ev'ry Month, and ev'ry Day,
'Tis mould'ring back to Dull.

Our Moments fly apace,

Nor will our Minutes flay

:

Juft like a Flood our haityDays
Are fweeping us away.
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4 Wei 1 , i f o u r Days m u ft fly,

We'll k ep their End in fight,

We'll fpend them all in Wifdom's Way,
And le: them fpeed their Flight,

j They'll waft us fooner o'er

This Life's tempeftuous Sea.:

Soon \vc (hall reach the peaceful Shore
Of blefl Eternity.

PSALM XCL i— 7 . Firft Part,

Safety in public Difeafes and Dangers.

1 T T E that hath made his Refuge Goo,
JLJL Shall finda mod fecure Abode;
Shall walk all Day beneath his Shade,.

And there at Night (hall reft his Head.

2 Then will I fay, " My God, thy Pow'r
" Shall be my Fortrefs and my Tow'r :

M
I, that am form'd of feeble Dull,

»' Make thine Almighty Arm my Truft."

3 Thrice happy Man ! Thy Maker's Care

Shall keep thee from the Fowler's Snare;

Satan the Fowler, who betrays

Unguarded Souls a thoufand Ways.

4 Juft as a Hen protects her Brood
From Birds of prey that feek their Blood,

Under her Feathers ; fo the Lord
Makes his own Arm his Peoples Guard.

5 If burning Beams of Noon confpire

To dart a peftilential Fire,

God is their Life, his Wines are fpread,

To fhield them with an healthful Sh,.

f> If Vapours with malignant Breath

Rife thick, and fcatter Midnight-Death,
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Tr'el is fafe : The poifon'd Air

Grows pure, if Ifr'el's God be there.

Pause.

What tho' a thoufand at thy Side,

At thy right Hand ten thoufand dy'd,

Thy God his chofen People faves

\mongft the Dead, amidft the Graves.

5o when he fent his Angel down
To make his Wrath in Egypt known,
\nd flew their Sons, his careful Eye
'afs'd all -the Doors of Jacob by.

Jut if the Fire, or Plague, or Sword,
deceive Commiffion from the Lord,
To ftrike his Saints among the reft

Their very Pains and Deaths are bled.

The Sword, the Peftilence, or Fire,

iria.il but fulfil their beftDefire;
?rom Sins and Sorrows fet them free,

tad bring thy Children, Lord, to thee.

»3ALM XCI. 9-16. Second Part:

teflionfrom Death, Guard of Angels, Viftory and
Deliverance.

-

\T E Sons of Men, a feeble Race,

X Expos'd to ev'ry Snare,

tome make the Lord your Dwelling-piace,

And try and truft his Care.

Jo 111 fhall enter where you dwell

;

Or if the Plague come nigh,

nd fweep the Wicked down to Hell,

'Twill raife his Saints on high.

e'll give his Angels charge to keep

Your Feet in all your Ways;
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To watch your Pillow while you deep,

And guard your happy Days.

4 Their Hands (hall bear you, left: you f.ill,

And dafh againft the Stones:

Arc they not Servants at his Call,

And fent t' attend his Sons ?

5 Adders and Lions ye fliall tread ;

The Tempter's Wiles defeat

;

He that hath broke the Serpent's Head,
Puts him beneath your Feet.

6 " Beer. ufe on me they fct their Love,
" I'll fave them, faith the Lord ;

" I'll bear their joyful Souls above
" DJtru&ion and the Sword.

7 " My { -race (hall anfwer when they call;

" In Trouble I'll be nigh: V
" My Pow'r (hall help them when they ft

rid raife them when they die.

S " Thoje that on Earth my Name have knov
*' I'll honour them in Heav'n ;

" There my Salvation (hall be mown,
" And endlcf> Life be giv'n."

PSALM XCII. FirftPart.

A PJaimfor the Lord'j Day.

WEET is the Work, my God, my Kin

To praife thy Name, giv

To mew thy Love by Morning-light.

And talk of all thy Truth at Night

Sweet is the Day of facred fteft,

No mortal Care mail feiae my Bread

;

O may my Heart in Tune be found,

Like David's Harp of ibiemn Sound !

s
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My Heart fhall triumph in my Lord,
And blefs his Works, arid ble'fs his Word

:

Thy Works of Grace, how bright they mine!

How deep thy Counfels ! how divine !

jfiiols never raife their Thoughts fo high ;

Like Brutes they live, like Brutes they die ;

Like Grafs they flourifh, till thy Breath
Blaiis them in everlailing Death.

But I fhall fhare a glorious Part,

when Grace hath well refm'd my Heart,
And frefh Supplies of Joy are fried,

Be holy Oil, to cheer my Head.

Sin (my word Enemy before)

Mall vex my Eyes and Ears no more

:

My inward Foes fhall all be flain,

,Bor Satan break my Peace again.

Then fhall I fee, and hear, and know,
All I dehYd or vvifh'd below ;

And ev'ry Pow'r find fweet Employ
fa that eternal World of Joy.

I A L M XCII. ver. 12, &c. Second Part,

The Church is the Garden of God.

icORD, 'tis a pleafant Thing to Hand
\~j In Gardens planted by thy Hand;
Cet me within thy Courts be feen,

jBke a young Cedar frefh and green,

fhere grow thy Saints in Faith and Love,

Sleft with thine Influence from above

;

Not Lebanon with all its Trees

Yields fuch a comely Sight as thefe.

Ihe Plants of Grace fhall ever live ;

Kature decays, but Grace muil thrive)-

1 3
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ie, that doth all Things elfe impair,
Still make them flourifh flrong and fair.

4 Laden with Fruits of Age, they fhevv

The Lord is holy, jail and true:

None that attend his Gates fhail find

A God unfaithful or unkind.

PSALM XCIII. ift Metre. As the icoth Pf,

The Eternal and Sovereign God.

i TEhovah reigns: He dwells in Light,

J Girded with Majefty and Might:
'1 he World, created by his Hands,
Still on its firft Foundation Hands.

2 But ere this fpacious World-was nude,
Or had its firlt Foundation laid,

Thy Throne eternal Ages ftood, > ^
Thyfelf the ever-living God.

3 Like Floods the angry Nations rife,

And aim their Rage againfl the Skies;

Vain Floods that aim their Rage fo high f

At thy Rebuke the Billows die.

4 For ever fhall thy Throne endure;

Thy, Promife ltands for ever fa

everlaftxng Helmed
Becomes the Dwellings of thy Grace.

PSALM XCIII. 2d Metre. As the old 50th M
1

r
I "HE Lord of Glory reigns, he rcfgra on hi

X His Robes of State are Strength ::

This Wide Creation rofe at his Command,
Built by his Word, and 'ilablifh'd by his Han J

Longitoodhis Throne ere he began Creation,

And his own Godhead is the firm Foundation
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1

God is th' eternal King. Thy Foes in vain

Kaife their Rebellions to confound thy Reign :

In vain tr.e Storms, in vain the Floods ariie,

And roar, and tofs their Waves againit the Skies :

FoamingatHeav'nthey rage witnwildCommotion,
. Bat HeavV's high Arches fcorn the AvellingOcean.

Ye Tempefls, rage no more
; ye Floods be ilil:

;

And the mad World fubmiflive to his Will

:

Jr^uilt on his Truth his Church mull ever (land ;

Tirm are his Promifes, and lirong his Hand :

See his own Sons, when they appear before him,

Bow at his Footftool, and with Fear adere him.

PSALM XCIII. 3d Metre.

k As the old md Pfalw,

I
r l A HE Lord Jehovah reigns,

> And royal State maintains,

His Head with awful Glories crown'd

;

Array'd in Robes of Light.

Begirt with fov'reign Might,

And Rays of Majelly around.

2 -Upheld by thy Commands
The World fecurely (lands j

And Skies and Stars obey thy Word:
Thy Throne was fix'd on high,

Before the ftarry Sky;
Eternal is thy Kingdom, Lord.

3.. In vain the noify Crowd,
Like Billows fierce and loud,

Againit. thine Empire rage and roar

:

In vain, with angry Spite,

The furly Nations fight,

. And dafh like Waves againfl the Short.

* 4
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4 Let Floods and Natioiis rage,

And all their Pow'rs engage :

Let fwelling Tides afiault the Sky ;

The Terrors of thy frown
Shall beat their Madncfs down ;

Thy Throne for ever ftands on high.

5 Thy Promifes are true,

Thy Grace is ever new :

There fix'd thy Church ihall ne'er remove;
Thy Saints with holy Fear

Shall in thy Courts appear,

Ar.d fing thine everlafling Love.

Repeat thefourth Stanxa to compleat the Tune*

PSALM XCIV. 1,2,7—14. FirftPan.

Saint's cbafifed, and Sinners defrayed: or, Injlrufii*

Affliaior.s.

1 f^\ God, to whom Revenge belong?,

\^/ Proclaim thy Wrath aloud ;

Let fov'reign Pow'r redrefs our Wrongs,
Let Juftice fmite the Proud.

2 They fay, " The Lord nor {cc nor hears ;"

'i will the Fools be wife !

Can He be deaf, who form'd their Ears ?

Or blind, who made their Eyes?

3 He knows their impious Thoughts are vain,

And they (hall feel his Pow'r ;

His Wrath mail pierce their Souls with Pain,

In fome furprifing Hour.

4 But if thy Saints defervc Rebuke,

Thou hall a gentler Rod ;

Thy Providences and thy Book,
them know their God.
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i Blefl is the Man thy Hands chaflife,

And to his Duty draw:
Thy Scourges make thy Children wife,

, When they forget thy Law.

> But God will ne'er call off his Saints,

Nor his own Promife break ;

He pardons his Inheritance,

For their Redeemer's Sake.

PSALM XCIV. 16-23. Second Part.

tod our Support and Comfort: or, Deliverance from
Temptation and Perfecution

II
y

7 HO will arife and plead my Right
^' * Againft my num'rous Foes?

While Earth and Hell their Force unite,

And ?.ll my Hopes oppofe.

Had not the Lord, my Rock, my Help,
Suflain'd my fainting Head,

I

My Life had now in Silence dwelt,

My Soul amongft the Dead.

Alas! my Hiding Feet," I cry'd ;

Thy Promife was my Prop :

Thy Grace flood conflant by my Side;

1
. Thy Spirit bore me up.

While Multitudes of mournful Thoughts
Within my Bofom roll

;

1

Thy boundlefs Love forgives my Faults,

Thy Comforts cheer my Soul.

[Pow'rs of Iniquity may rife,

And frame pernicious Laws;
I But God, my Refuge, rules the Skies;

He will defend my Caufe.
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6 Let Malice vent her Rage aloud,

Let bold Blafphemers feoff;

The Lord our God (hall judge the Proud,
And cut the Sinners off.

PSALM XCV. Common Metre.

A Pfalm before Prayer.

i QING to the Lord Jehovah's Name,
O And in his Strength rejoice ;

When his Salvation is our Theme,
Exalted be our Voice.

2 With Thanks approach his awful Sight,

And Pfalms of Honour fing;

The Lord's a God of boundlefs Might,
The whole Creation's King!

3 Let Princes hear, let Angels know
How mean their Natures feem ;

Thofe Gods on high, and Gods below,

When once compar'd with him.

4 Earth with its Caverns dark and deep,

Lies in his fpacious Hand ;

He fix'd the Sea what Bounds to keep,

And where the Hills mud ftand.

5 Come, and with humbh Souls adore ;

Come, kneel before his Face ;

O may the Creatures of his Pow'r
Be -Children of his Grace !

6 Now is the Time ; He bends his Ear,

And waits for your Requeft

;

Come, left he roufe his Wrath, and fwear,

« Ye fhall not fee my Reft."

si s
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P S A L M XCV. Short Metre.

A Pjalm before Sermon.

l f^\ OME, found his Praife abroad,

V> And Hymns of Glory fing;

Jehovah is the fo^ reign Goo,
The univerfal King.

% He fornVd the Deeps unknown ; :

He gave the Seas their Bound ;

The wat'ry Worlds are all his own 5

And all the ti lid Ground.

3 Come, wormjp at his Throne:
Come, bow before the Lo r d ;

We are his Works and not our own 3

He form'd us by his Word.

4 To-day attend his Voice,

Nor dare provoke his Rod ;

Come, like the People of his Choice,

And own your gracious God. .

5 But if your Ears refufe

The Language of his Grace,
And; Hearts grow hard, like ftubborn Jews.,: ,

That unbelieving Race.

6 The Lord in Vengeance dreft

Will -lift his Hand, and fvvear,

" You that-defpife my prdmisM Reft,
*' Shall have no Portion there."

PSA L'M XCV. 1, 2,3, 6—11: LongMetrtt

Canaan loft through Unbelief: or, a Warning to

delaying Sinners.

V>Afc
M E,, let our Voices join to raife-

acred Sorter of-folemn Praife

;

#:*
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God is a fov'reign King, reiiearfe

His Honout in exalted Verfe^

2 Come, let. cur Scub addrcfs the Lord,.
Who fram'd our Natures with his Wordj
He is our Shepherd ; we the Sheep
His Mercy chofe, his Paitures keep.

3 Come, let us hear his Voice to day;
The Counfels of his Love obey ;

Nor let our hardened Hearts renew
The Sins and Plagues that Ifr'el knew.

4 Ifr'el, that faw his Works of Grace,

Tempted their Maker to his' Face ;

A faithlefs unbelieving Brood,

That tir'd the Patience of their God.

5 Thus faith the Lord, " How falfe they prove!
" Forget my Pow'r ; abufe my Love:
'* Since they defpife my Reft, I fwcar,
" Their Feet fhall never enter there."

6 [Look back, my Soul, with holy. Dread,

And view thofe ancient Rebels dead ;

Attend the ofFer'd Grace to-day,

Nor lofe the Bleffing by Delay.

7 Seize the kind Promife, while it waits,.

J nd march to Zion's heav'nly Gates:

Believe, and take the promis'd Reft,

Obey, and be for ever Weft.]

PSALM XCVI. ver. i, io, Sec. Common [

Ch R I ST
y

sjirft ar.dftcond Coming,

i Q ING to the Lord, ye diftant Lands,
»^ Ye Tribes cf ev'ry Tongue

:

His new difcover'd Grace demands

A new and noble Sorg.

I
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Say to the Nations, Jesus reigns,

God's own Almighty Son ;

His Pow'r the finking World Curtains,

And Grace (unrounds his Throne.

Let Heav'n proclaim the joyful Day,

Joy thro
7
the Earth be feen;

Let Cities mine in bright Array,
' And Fields in cheerful Green.

Let an unufual Joy furprife

The Iflands of the Sea:

Ye Mountains fink, ye Valleys rife,

Prepare the Lord his Way.

Behold he comes ! he comes to blefs

The Nations as their God ;

To fhew the World his Righteoufnefs,

And fend his truth abroad.

But when his Voice mail raife the Dead,
And bid the World draw near,

How will the guilty Nations dread

To fee their Judge appear !
•

PSALM XCVI. As the 113th Pfalm,

Tbe God of the Gentiles.

E T all the Earth their Voices raife
'

To fing the choiceil Pfalm of:?raifc,

-To fmg and blefs Jehovah's Name:
rlis Glory let the Heathen know,
His" Wonders to the Nations mow,
And all his faving Works proclaim.

The Heathens know thy Glory, Lord i

The wond'ring Nations read thy Word ;

In Bri tain is J e h va h koown

:

L
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Our Worfhip fhall no more be paid

To Gods which mortal Hands have made}
Our Maker is our Goo alone.

3 He frarald the Globe, he built the Sky,

He made the "mining Worlds on high,

And reigns complete in Glory there

;

His Beams are Majcfty and Light;

His Beauties how divinely bright!

His Temple how divinely fail !

4 Come the great :)ay, the glorious Hour,
When Earth (hall feel bis laving JPow'r,

And barb'rous Nations far nis Name:
Then mail the Race of Ma? confefs

The Beauty of his Holinefi

And in his Courts his Grac? proclaim.

PSALM XGVII. ver. 1-5. Pirft Pi

Ch r i st reignhg in Heaven, andcoming to Judgn

1 T T E reigns; the Lord, the Saviour reigns

]l\ Praile him in evangelic Strains

:

Let the whole Earth in Songs rejoice,

And diftant Jflands join t ;eir Voice.

2 Deep are his Counfels an J unknown

;

But Grace and Truth fupport his Throng;
Tho* gloomy Clouds his Way furround,

Juftice is their eternal Ground.

3 In Robes of Judgment, lo he comes

!

Shakes the wide Earth, and cleaves the Ton
Before him burns devouring Fife,

The Mountains melt, the Seas retire.

4 His Enemies, with fore Difmay,

>ly from the Sight, and fhun the D y
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Then lift your Heads, ye Saints, on high,

And fing, for your Redemption's nigh.

PSALM XCVII. ver. 6—9, Second Part.

Christ'* Incarnation*

1 n^HE Lord is come; the Heav'ns proclaim

X His Birth ; the Nations learn his Name:
An unknown Star directs the Road
Of Eaftern Sages to their God.

% All ye bright Armies of the Skies,

Go worihip where the Saviour lies;

Angels and Kings, before him bow,
Thofe Gods on high, and Gods below,

3 Let Idols totter to the Ground,
And their own Worfhippers confound

;

But Judah.fhout, but Zion fing,

W And Earth confefs her fov'reign King,
;

PSALM XCVIL Thjrd Part.

Grace and Glory.

1
rT^H' Almighty reigns exalted high

Jl O'er all the Earth, o'er all the Sky *

Tho' Clouds and Darknefs vail his Feet, •,

His Dwelling is the Mercy-feat.

2 O ye that love his holy Name,
Hate ev'ry Work of Sin and Shame :

He guards the Souls of all his Friends,

And from the Snares ef Hell defends.

$ Immortal Light, and Joys unknown,
Are for the Saints in Darknefs fown ;

Thofe glorious Seeds (hall fpring and rife,

And the bright Harveft blefs our Eyes.

4 Rejoice, ye Righteous, and record .

The facred Honours of the Lord ;
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None but the Soul that feels his G:
Can triumph in his Holinefs.

PSALM XCVTI. i,3, 5—7, u. Common Met-

Chris t'j Incarnation^ and the laft Judgment.

i '\7 E Iflands of the Northern Sea

X Rejoice, the Saviour reigns

:

His Word, like Fire, prepares his V.

And Mountains melt to Plains.

2 His Prefcnce finks the proudeft H
And makes the Vnllcys rife :

The humble Soul enjoys his Smiles,

The haughty Sinner dies.

3 The Heav'ns his rightful Pow'r proclaim;

The Idol-Gods around
Fill their own Worfhippcis with Shame,
And totter to the Ground.

4 Adoring Angels at his Birth

Make the Redeemer known ;

Thus fliall he come to judge the Earth,

And Angels guard his Throne.

5 His Foes (hall tremble at his Sight,

And Hills and Se s retire ;

His Children take their unknown Flight,

And leave the World on fire.

6 The Seeds of Jf.v (own
For

'

Shall rife and fprJng in Worlds unknown,
:c bear.

P S A L : I . P£rL

P/aife for the Go/pel.

I
rT"0 our Almighty Maker God, 1
X New Honours be addreft ;
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His great Salvation {nines abroad,

And makes' the Nations bleft.

He fpake the Word to Abr'am firfl

;

His Truth fulfils the Grace

;

The Gentiles make his Name their Truft,

And learn his Righteoufnefs.

j

Let the whole Earth his Love proclaim

With all her dirPrent Tongues

;

And fpread the Honours of his Name
In Melody and Songs.

PSALM XCVIII. Second Part.

The Me-ss iah'; Coming and Kingdom.

JO Y to the World; the Lord is come

!

Let Earth receive her King:
Let ev'ry Heart prepare him Room,
And Heav'n and Nature fmg.

Joy to the Earth, the Saviour reigns

!

Let Men their Songs employ ;

While Fields and Floods, Rocks, Hills andPlains^

Repeat the founding Joy.

No more let Sins and Sorrows grow,
Nor Thorns infefl the Ground ;

He comes to make his Bleffings flow,

Far as the Curfe is found.

He rules the World with Truth and Graces
And makes the Nations prove

The Glories of his Righteoufnefs,

And Wonders of his Love.

PSALM XCIX. Firft Part.

Ch r i st's Kingdom and Majefty.

THE God Jehovah reigns,

Let all the Nations fear ;
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Let Sinners trerrl

And Saints be humb!'j there.

2 •Jejus the Saviour n
Let Earth adore its Lord; " 7"

i

Bright Cherubs his Attendants Hand,
Swifc to fumi his Word.

3 In Zion is his Throne,
Hi- Honours are divine;

His Church fliall make his Wonders knows.
For there his Glories (hin.

4 How holy is his Name!
How terrible his Praifc!

Juftke, and Truth, and Judgment join

In all his Works of Grace.

PSALM XCIX. Second Part.

/
A holy God worjbipfed with Reverence.

3 T^XALT the Lord cur God,
L j And worfhip at his Feet

:

His Nature is all Holinefs,

And Mercy is his Seat.

? When Ifrael was his Church,
When Aaron was his Prieft,

When Mofes cxy'd,. when Samuel pi

He gave his People Reft.

5 Oft he forgave their Sins,

Nor would deftroy their Race

:

And oft he made his Vengeance kcawn.
When they abus'd his Grace.

4 Exalt the Lord our God,
Whqfc Grace is flill the fame ;

Still he a Go j of Holinefs,

And jealous for hrs Name.
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PSALM C: Firit Metre. A plain Tranflatiosw

Praife to our Creator.

YE Nations round the Earth, rejoice

Before the Lord,, your fov'reign King:
Serve him with cheerful Heart arid Voice,

With all your Tongues his Glory Ting.

: The Lord is God*- 'Tis He alone

Doth Life, and Breath, and Being give:

We are his Work, and not our own ;,

The Sheep that on his Paftures live.

,
Enter his Gates with Songs of Joy,.

With Praifes to his Courts repair ;

And make it your divine Employ-

To pay your Thanks and Honours there;

. The Lord is good, the Lord is kind ;

Great is his Grace, his Mercy fure :

And the whole Race of Man mall find

I His Truth from Age to Age endure.

; P S ALM C. Second Metre. A Paraphfafev

[ Q I N G to the Lord with joyful Voice

k5 Let ev'ry Land his Name adore ;

The Britim Ifles fhall fend the Noife

Acrofs the Ocean to the Shore.

i Nations attend before his Throne
With iolemn Fear, with facred joy

:

Know that the Lord is God alone ;

He can create, and *He deftroy.

; His fov'reign Pow'r, without our Aid,

Made us ofCIay, and fornVd us Men :

And when like wandring Sheep we ftray'd,

He brought us to his Fold again.
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4 Wc are his People, we his Care,

Our Souls and all our mortal i'ramc :

What tailing Honours (hall we rear,

Almighty Maker, to thy Name!

crowd thy Gates with thankful Songs;

..v'ns our Voices raife j

And Earth with her ten thoufand To
U fill thy Courts with founding Pj

C Wide as the World is thy Command !

Yr.il as Eternity thy Love!
Firm as a Rock thy Truth mud ftand,

When rolling Years fiiall ceafe to move.

FSAL M CI. LongM

The Magijlrates Pfalm.

1 A1 ERCY and Judgment are my Song

;

IV J. And fince they both to Thee belong,

My gracious God, my righteous King!
To thee my Songs and Vows I'll bring.

2 If I am rais'd to bear the Sword,

Til take my Counfels from thy WorJ;
Thy Juftice and thy heav'nly Grace,

Shall be the Pattern of my Ways.

3 Let Wifdom all my A&ions guide,

And let my God with me reficic

;

No wicked Thing ihall dwell with me,
Which may provoke thy Jsaloufy.

4 No Sons of Slander, Rage, and Strife,

Shall be Companions of my Life;

The haughty Look, the Heart of Pride,

Within ray Doors (hall ne'er abide.

5
[I'll fearch the Land, and raife the Juft

To Polb of Honour, Wealth, and Trulr.

:
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The Men that work thy holy Will,

Shall be my Friends and Fav'rites ftill.]

i In vain mail Sinners hope to rife,

By flatt'ring or malicious Lies:

And while the Innocent I guard,

The bold Offenders (han't be fpar'd.

' The impious Crew (that factious Band)
Shall hide their Heads, or quit the Land

:

And all that break the publick Reft,

Where I have Pow'r, ihall be fuppreft.

PSALM CI. Common Metre.

A Pjaimfor a Mafier ofa Family.

OF Juftice and of Grace I fing,

And pay my God my Vows ;

i Thy Grace and Juftice, heav'nly King,
Teach me to rule my Houfe.

1 Now to my Tent, O God, repair,

And make thy Servant wife ;

I'll fuffer nothing near me there

That Ihall offend thine Eyes.

;
The Man that doth his Neighbour Wrong*
By Fahhood or by Force,

The fcornful Eye, the fland'rous Tongue,
I'll thruft them from my Doors.

|. I'll feek the Faithful, and the Juft,

And will their Help enjoy ;

Thefe are the Friends that I ihall truft,

The Servants I'll employ.

The Wretch that deals in fly Deceit,

I'll not endure a Night

!

The Liar's Tongue I'll ever hate,

And baniih from my Sight
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6 I'll purge my Family around,

And- make the Wicked flee;

So mall my Houfe be ever found

A Dwelling fit for Thee.

PSALM CH. i— 13, 20, it. Firfl Part.

A Prayer ofthe Afflicted.

1 TTEAR me, O God, nor hide thy Face,

X"l B ut anfwer, left I die:

Haft thou not built a Throne of Grace,

To hear when Sinners cry ?

2 My Days are wailed like the Smoke
Diflblving in the Air:

My Strength is dry'd, my Heart is broke,

And finking m Defpair.

3 My Spirits flag like witrfring Grafs,

Burnt with exceffive Heat:

In fecret Groans my Minutes pafs,

And I forget to eat.

4 As on fome lonely Building's Top
The Sparrow tells her Moan,

Far from the Tents of Joy and Hope,
I fit' and grieve alone.

5 My Soul is like a Wildern.

Where Beafts of Midnight howl;

There the fad Raven finds her Place,

And there the fcreaming Owl.

6 Dark difmal Thoughts and boding Fears

Dwell in my troubled Breaft;

While fharp Reproaches wound my Eara,

Nor give my Spirit Reft.

7 My Cup is mtngled with my Woes,
And Tears are my Repalt j
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Vfy daily .Bread like Afhes grows
URpleafant to my Tafte.

Jenfe can afford no real Joy
To Souls that feel thy Frown

;

Lord, 'twas thy Hand advanced me high

5

Thy Hand hath cad me down.

vly Loolcs like withered Leaves appear;

And Life's declining Light
jrows "faint as Evening' Shadows are,

That vaniftt into 'Wight.

But thou tor ever art the fame,

O my eternal God !

\ges to come fhall know thy Name,
And fpread thy Works abroad.

Thou wilt arife, and fhew thy Face,

Nor will my Lord delay

fpgd th' appointed Hour of Grace,
That long expected Day.

Ke hears his Saints, he knows their cry,

And by myfterious Ways,
ledeems the Pris'ners doom'd to die,

And. fills their Tongues with Praife.

'SALM CII. 13-21. SecendPart,

Prayer heard and Zion reftored*

LE T Zion and her Sons rejoice

;

Behold the promis'd Hour

;

ler God hath heard her mourning Voice,

And comes t'* exalt his Pow'r.

ler Duft and Rums that remain
Are precious in our Eyes

;

Thofe Ruins mall be built again,

And all that Duft fhall rife.
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3 The Lord will raife Jerufalera,

And Hand in Giory there ;

Nations fliall bow before his Name,
And Kings attend with Fear.

4 He fits a Sov'rcign on his Throne,
With Pity in his 1

He hears the dying Prisoners groan,

And fees their Sighs arife.

5 He frees the Sons condemn'd to D
And when his Saints complain,

It fhan't be faid, ' That praying Breath
" Was ever fpent in vain.'*

6 This (hall be known when we are dead,

And left on long Record,

That Ages yet unborn may read,

And trull, and praife the Lord.

PSALM CII. 25—28. Third Par

Nan's Mortality, andCn r i 9 t'j Eternity: or, Sa

die, but Christ and the Church live.

1 T T is the Lord our Saviour's Hand
X Weakens our Strength amidft the Race ;

Difeafe and Death at his Command
Arreft us, and cut fhort our Days.

c Spare us, O Lord, aloud we pray,

Nor let our Sun go down at Noon

;

Thy Years are one eternal Day,

And muft thy Children die fo foon !

I
Yet, in the Midft of Death and G;

This Thought our Sorrow fhall all

" Our Father and our B

** Christ is the fame thro' ev'ry Age."
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'Twas he this Earth's Foundation laid

;

Heaven is the Building of his Hand ;

This Earth grows old, thefe Heav'ns (hall fade,

And all be chang'd at his Command.

The flarry Curtains of the Sky,

Like Garments mall be laid afide

;

But ftill thy Throne ftands firm and high ;

Thy Church for ever muft abide.

Before thy Face thy Church fhall live,

And on thy Throne thy Children reign

;

This dying World fhall they furvive,

And the dead Saints be rais'd again.

PSALM CIIL Firft Part. Long Metre.'

Bleffing God for bis Goodnefs to Soul and Body*

BLESS, O my Soul, the living God,
Call home thy Thoughts that rove abroad

;

Let all the Pow'rs within me join

In Work and Worfhip fo divine.

Blefs, O my Soul, the God of Grace;

His Favours claim thy higheft Praife:

Why mould the Wonders he hath wrought,

Be loft in Silence, and forgot ?

'Tis he, my Soul, that fent his Son

To die for Crimes which thou haft done

:

He owns the Ranfom, and forgives

The hourly Follies of our Lives.

' The Vices of the Mind he heals,

And cures the Pains that Nature feels

:

Redeems the Soul from Hell, and faves

Our wafting Life from threat'ning Graves.

Our Youth decay'd his Pow'r repairs

;

His Mercy crowns our growing Years

:
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He fati : fies our Mouth with Good,
/.nd fills our Hopes with heav'nly Food.

6 He fees th' Oppreflbr and th' Oppreft,

And often gives the SufPrers Relt

;

Lutwill his Juftice more difplay

In the laft great rewarding Day.

7 [His Pow'r he fhew'd by Mofes' Hand?,
And gave to Ifr'el his Commands ;

But fent his Truth and Mercy down.

To all the Nations by his Son.

8 Let the whole Earth hi? Pow'r confefs;

Let the whole E^rth adore his Grace

;

The Gentile with the Jews (hall join

In Work and Worfhip fo divine ]

PSALM CUT 8— 18. SecondPart. Long M

God's gentle Chafiifement : or, bis tender Mercy /

People.

i >Hpv HE Lord, how wond'rous are his W2
JL How firm his Truth ! how large his Gr.

He takes his Mercy for his Throne,

And thence he makes his Glories known.

2 Not half fo high his Pow'r hath fpread

The flarry Heav'ns above our Head,
As his rich Love exceeds our Praife,

Exceeds the higheft Hopes we raiC*.

3 Not half fo far hath Nature plac'd

The rifing Morning from the Weil,

As his forgiving Grace removes
The daily Guiit of thofehe loves.

4 How flo.vly doth his Wrath arife !

On fwifter \\ ings Salvation flic
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And ifiie lets his Anger burn,

How foon his Frowns to Pity turn ?

Amidfl: his Wrath Companion fhines;

His Strokes are lighter than our Sins j

And while his Rod corrects his Saints,

His Ear indulges their Complaints.

So Fathers their young Sons chaftife,

With gentle Hands and melting Eyes ;

The Children weep beneath the Smart,

And move the Pity of their Heart.

Pause.

The mighty God, the Wife and Juft,

Knows that our Frame is feeble Duft 5

And will no heavy Loads impofe

Beyond the Strength that he bellows.

He knows how foon our Nature dies,

Blafted by evVy Wind that flies;

Like Grafs we fpring, and die as foon,

iOr Morning Flow'rs that fade at Noon,

(But his eternal Love is fure

To all the Saints, and ftiall endure;

From Age to Age his Truth fhall reign,

Nor Childrens Children hope in vain.

J3ALM CIIL 1—7. FirftPart. Short Metre.

Praifefor Spiritualand Temporal Mercies*

1 (~\ Biefs the Lord my Soul!

V-/ Let all within me join,

And aid my Tongue to blefs his Name,
Whofe Favours are divine.

I O blefs the Lord, my Soul?

Nor let his Mercies lie
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Forgotten in Unthankfulnefs,
And without Praifes die.

3 *Tis he forgives thy Sins,

*Tis he relieves thy Pain ;

'Tis he that heals thy SicknefTes,

And makes thee Young again.

4 He crowns thy Life with Love,
When ranfom'd from the Grave ;

He that redeem'd my Soul from Hell,

Hath fov'reign Pow'r to fave.

5 He fills the Poor with Good ;

He gives the Suff'rers Reft ;

The Lord hath Judgments for the Proud,

And Juitice for th' Oppreft.

6 His wond'rous Works and Ways
He made by Mofes known ;

But fent the World his Truth and Grace
By his beloved Son.

PSALM CIII. 8— 1 8. Second Part. Short Mctrt

Abounding CompaJJton cf God ; or, Mercy in th

midfi of Judgment.

1 T% /T Y Soul, repeat his Praife,

J^Vx Whofe Mercies are fo great;

Whofi Anger is fo flow to rife,

So ready to abate.

2 God will not always chide ;

And when his Strokes are felt,

His Strokes are fewer than our Crimes,

And lighter than our Guilt.

3 High as the Heav'ns are raib'd

Above the Ground we tread,
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So far the Riches of his Grace,

Our higheft Thoughts exceed.

His Pow'r fubdues our Sins,

And his forgiving Love,

Far as the Eait is from the Weft,

Doth all our Guilt remove.

The Pity of the Lord
To thofe that fear his Name,

Is fuch as tender Parents feel

;

He knows our feeble Frame.

| He knows we are but Duft,

Scatter'd with ev'ry Breath

;

His Anger, like a rifmg Wind,
Can fend us fwift to Death.

Our Days are as the Grafs,

Or like the Morning Flow'r;

If one fliarp Blaft fweep o'er the Field,

It withers in an Hour.

But thy Companions, Lord,
To endlefs Years endure;

And Childrens Children ever find

Thy Words of Promife fure.

fJALM CIII. 19—22. Third Part. Short Metre.

God'; univerja I Dominion : or, Angels praife the

ho RD.

THE Lord, the fov'reign King,
Hath fix'd his Throne on high

;

O'er all the heav'nly World he rules,

And all beneath the Sky.

Ye Angels great in Might,
And fwift to do his Will,

Blefs ye the Lord, whofe Voice ye hear,

Whofe Pleafure ye fulfil.

k 3
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3 Let all the Hofts who wait
Tiic Orders of their King,

Ar.d guard his Churches, when they
;

Join in the Praift they fmg.

4 While all his wond'reus Works,
Thro' his vaft K!

Their Maker's Glory ; thou, my
Shall fwg his Graces too.

P S A L M CIV.

The G/cry c/God in Creation avd Providence.

i A T Y Soul, thy great Creator praife :

1V1 When cloth'd in his celeflial Rays,

He in full Majefty appears,

And like a Robe his Glory wears.

Note, This Pfa!m mai be fana to the Tune of ti

old i i 2th or i 27th Pfa!m, b- adding tbeje t<uo Lir.

to every Stanza, n*

Great is the Lord; what Tor.'

An equal Hone.

O: ber*wif§ U .- t tl e 1 tab Pfalm.

2 The Heav'ns are for his Curtains fpread,

unfathom'd Deep he mukes his Bed:
iot, when b

On \s

3 Angeis, whom his owp Ereath infpircs

His MinifbeTS, are faming Fires;

And fwift as Thought their Armies move,

To bear his Vengeance or his I

4 The World's Foundations by his Hand
Are pois'd, and (hall for ever tfand ;

He binds the Ocean in I

Leit it ftiould drown the E..rth again.
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When Earth was cover d with the Flood,

Which high above the Mountains iiood,

He thunder'd, and the Ocean fled, -

Coniin'd to its appointed Bed.

|

The {welling Billows know their Bound,
And in their Channels walk their Round;
Yet thence convey'd by fecret Veins,

They fpring on Hills and drench the Plains.

He bids the cryftal Fountains flow,

And cheer the Valleys as they go ;

Tame Heifers there their Thi'rii alfejf,

And for the Stream wild Affcs bray!

From pleafant Trees which fnade the Brink,

The Lark and Linnet light to drink :

Their Songs the Lark and Linnet raife,

. And chide our Silence in his Praife.

Pause. I.

God from liis cloudy Citterns pours-

;

On the parch'd Earth enriching Shovv'rs ;

;
The Grove, the Garden, and the Field,

A thouiand joyful Bleflings yield.

1 He makes the grafiy Food arife,

And gives the Cattle large Supplies

;

With Herbs for Man of various Pow'r,

To nourifli Nature, or to cure.

i What noble Fruit the Vines produce!

The Olive yields a mining Juice ;

Our Hearts are cheer'd with gen'rous Wine,
With inward Joy our Faces mine.

2 O blefs his Name, ye Britons ! fed

With Nature's chief Supporter, Bread j

K 4.
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While Bread your vital Strength imparts,

Serve him with Vigour in your Hearts.

Pause. II.

1

3

Behold the fhtcly Cedar ftands,

Rais'd in the Foreft by his Hands;
Birds to the Boughs for Shelter fly,

And build their Neils fecure on high.

14 The craggy Hills afcends the Goat;
And at the airy Mountain*! Foot
The feebler Creatures make their Cell ;

He gives them Wifdom where to dwell.

15 He feta the Sun his circling Rnce,

Appoints the Moon to change her Face ;

And when thick Darknefs veils the Day,
Calls out wild Beads to hunt their Prey.

16 Fierce Lions lead their Young abroad,

And roaring afk their Meat from God ;

But when the Morning Beams arife,

The favage Bealt to Covert flies.

1

7

Then Man to daily Labour goes

;

The Night was made for his Repofe :

Sleep is thy Gift, that fweet ReLief

From tirefome Toil and wafting Grief.

iS How Grange thy Works! how great thy Skill.

And ev'ry Land thy Riches fill

;

Thy Wifdom rouud the World we fee,

This fpacious Earth is full of Thee.

19 Nor lefs thy Glories in the Deep,
Where Fifh in Millions fwim and crcp,
With wondrous Motions, fwift or flow.

Sail wand'ring in the Paths below.
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) There Ships divide their wat'ry Way,
And Flocks of fcaly Monfters play ;

There dwells the huge Leviathan,

And foams and fports in fpite of Man.

Pause III.

1 Vaft are thy Works, Almighty Lord !

All Nature refts upon thy Word,
And the whole Race of Creatures ftand,

Waiting their Portion from thy Hand.

While each receives his difr'rent Food,

Their chearful Looks pronounce it good :

Eagles and Bears, and Whales and Worms,
.Rejoice and praife in difFrent Forms.

But when thy Face is hid, they mourn,
And dying to their Dull return ;

•Both Man and Beafl their Souls refign ;

jLife, Breath and Spirit, all are thine.

. Yet thou canft breath on Dull again,

:And fill the World with 3ealls and ?tfen

;

|A Word of thy creating Breath
[Repairs the Waftes of rime and Death.

; His Works, the Wonders of his Might,
Are honour'd with his own Delight ;

'How awful are his glorious Ways

!

The Lord is dreadful in his Praife.

The Earth Hands trembling at thy Stroke,

And at thy Touch the Mountains fmoke j

Yet humble Souls may fee thy Face,

And tell their Wants to fov'reign Grace.

In thee my Hopes and Wifties meet,

And make my Meditations fwect ;
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Thy Praifes fhs.ll my Breath employ,
Till it expires in endlefs Joy.

28 While haughty Sinners die accurft,

Their Glory bury'd with their Dull,

I to my God, my heav'nly King,

Immortal Hallelujahs fing.

PSALM CV. Abridged.

God'; Condutt of' Jfrael, and the Plagues of Egtpt,

1 •^IVE Thanks to God, invoke h 15 Nam
V_J And tell the World this Grace;
Sound thro' the Earth his Deeds of Fame,

That all may feek his Face.

2 His Cov'nant, which he kept in mind
For num'rous Ages pall,

To num'rous Ages yet behind

In equal Force fhall laft.

3 He fware to Abra'm and his Seed,

And made the Bleifings lure

;

Gentiles the ancient Promife read,

And find his Truth enuf.rc.

4 " Thy Seed fhall make all Nations bleft,
: '

(Said the Almighty Voice)
" And Canaan's Land fhall be their Reir,

" The Type of vs.'
1

c. [Hew large the Grant! how rich the Grace

To give them Canaan's Land,

When ilicy were 1 the Place,

A little feeble B;

6 Like Pilgrims thro' the Countries round

Securely they remov'd
j

And haughty ivir.gs that on them frown'd,

Severely he reprov'd.
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" Touch mine Anointed, and my Arm
" Shall foon revenge the Wrong

;

" The Man that does my Prophets harm,
" Shall know their God is flrong."

Then let the World forbear its Rage,
Nor put the Church in Fear:

Ifr'el mud live thro' ev'ry Age,
And be th' Almighty's Care.]

Pause I.

When Pharaoh dar'd to vex the Saints,

And thus provok'd their God,
Mofes was fent, at their Complaints,

Arm'd with his dreadful Rod.

D He call'd for Darknefs, Darknefs came
Like an o'erwhelming Flood j

He tum'd each Lake and ev'ry Stream

To Lakes and Streams of Blood.

1 He gave the Sign, and noifome Flics

Thro' the whole Country fpread ;

And Frogs hi croaking Armies rife

About the Monarch's Bed.

\i Thro' Field?, and Towns, and Palace?,

The ten-fold Vengeance flew;

i

Locuits in fwarms devour'd their Trees,

And Hail their Cattle flew.

3 Then by an Angel's midnight Stroke,

The Flower of Egypt dy'd;

: The Strength of every Houfe was broke, .

Their Glory and their Pride.

w let the World forbear its Rcge.,

Nor put the Church in Fear ;
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Ifr'el mufl live thro' ev'ry Age,
And be th' Almighty's Care.

Pause II.

15 Thus were the Trib?s from Bondage brought;

And left the hated Ground :

-Each fome Egyptian Spoils had got,

And not one feeble found.

16 The Lord himfelf chofe out their Way,
And mark'd their Journies right;

Gave them a leading Cloud by Day,
A fiery Guide by Night.

1

7

They thirft ; and Waters from the Rock
In rich Abundance flow ;

And following ftill the Courfe they took,

Ran all the Defert thro'.

18 O wond'rous Stream! O blefled Type
Of ever-flowing Grace !

SoChrist our Rock maintains our Life

Thro' all this Wildernefs.

19 Thus guarded by th' Almighty Hand
The chofen Tribes poffeil

Canaan the rich, the promis'd Land,

And there e-njoy'd their Reft.

20 Then let the World forbear its Rage,

The Church renounce her Fear ;

Iir'd muil live thro' ev'ry Age,

And be th' Almighty's Care.

PSALM CVI. 1—5. FirftPart.

Praife to God : or. Communion ivitb Saints.

1
r
| OGod the Great, the ever-bleft,

.1 Let Songs of Honour b« addreft ;
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I His Mercy firm for ever Hands

;

I Give him the Thanks his Love demands.

I I Who knows the Wonders of thy Ways ?

Who fti all fulfil thy boundlefs Praife ?

Bleft are the Souls that fear Thee ftill,
*

i And pay their Duty to thy Will.

3 Remember what thy Mercy did

For Jacob's Race, thy chofen Seed ;

And with the fame Salvation blefs

The meaneft Suppliant of thy Grace.

f.
O may I fee thy Tribes rejoice,

And aia their Triumphs with my Voice J

This is my Glory, Lord, to be

join'd to thy Saints, and near to Thee.

PSALM CVL Second Part. ver. 7, 8, iz— 14;
43—43.

lfraelpunijhed andpardoned : or, God'j unchangealh
Love.

1 /^l OD of eternal Love,
VJT How fickle are our Ways

!

And yet how oft did Ifr'el prove

Thy Conftancy of Grace !

2 They faw thy Wonders wrought,

And then thy Praife they fung;

But foon thy Works of Pow'r forgot,

And murmur'd with their Tongue.

3 Now they believe his Word,
While Rocks with Rivers flow

;

Now with their Lulls provoke the Lord_>

And he redue'd them low.

j.
Yet when they mourn'd their Faults,

He hearken'd to their Groans

;
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Brought his own Covenant to his Thoughts,
And call'd them iii!I his

5 Their Names were in his Book,
He fav'd them from their Foes ;

*Oft he c .aflis'd, but ne'er forfook
The People that he choie.

6 Let Ifr'el blefs the Lord,
,v'd their ancient Race ;

And Chriftians join the folemn Word
Amen, to all their Praife.

PSALM CVII. Firft Part.

lfraelledto Canaan^ andChriJlians to Heaven.

i /^ I V E Thanks to God ; He reigns above:
VjT Kind a re his Thoughts, his Name is Love;,
His Mercy Ages pall have known,
And Ages long to come (hall own.

2 Let the Redeemed of the Lord
The Wonders of his Grace record ;

Ifr'el, the Nation whom he chofe,
And refcu'd from their mighty roes.

3 [When God's Almighty Arm had broke-
Thc^r Fetters and th' Egyptian Ycke,
They trae'd the Defert. wand'ring round-
A wild and folitary Ground?

4 There they could find no leading Road,
Nor City for i fix'd Abode ;

Nor Food, nor Fountain to afluage
Their burn!

| jr's Rage.]

5 In their Di&refs ro God they cry'd ;

God v. as r r.nd their Guide;
He led their M u - ng round,
T«U the right Path to Ca
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Thus when our firft Releafe we gain

From Sin's old Yoke, and Satan's Chain,

We have this defert World to pafs,

A dang'rous and a tirefome Place.

He feeds and clothes us all the Way,
He guides our Footfteps leil we ftray;

He guards us with a pow'rful Hand,
And brings us to the heav'nly Land.

O let the Saints with Joy record

The Truth and Goodnefs of the Lord !

How great his Works ! how kind his Ways !

Let ev'ry Tongue pronounce his Praife.

Correctionfor Sin and Releafe by Prayer,

FROM Age to Age exalt his Name,
God and his Grace are ftill the fame;;

He fills the hungry Soul with Food,

And feeds the Poor with ev'ry Good,

1 But if their Hearts rebel, and rife

Againft the God that rules the Skies j

If they rejecl his heav'nly Word,
And flight the Gounfels of the Lord;

J

: He'll bring their Spirits to the Grourjd.

And no Deliv'rer ihall be found :

Laden with Grief they wafte their Breath,

In Darknefs and the Shades of Death.

\. Then to the Lord, they raife their Cries.,

He makes the dawning Light arife,

And fcatters all that difmal Shade

That hung fo heavy round their Head,

; He cuts the Bars of Brafs in two,

And lets the fmiling Pris'ners thro' ;
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Takes off the Load of Guilt and Grief,
And gives the lab'ring Soul Relief.

6 O may the Sons of Men record

The wond'rous Goodnef of the Lord ?

I To a great Kil Works! how kind his WaysT
Let cv'ry Tongue pronounce his Praife.

PSALM CVII. Third Part.

jr.tcrr.perar.ee punifoed and pardoned: or, APfalmf-A
the Glutton and the Drunkard.

I TTAIN Man, on foolifh Pleafures bent,

V Prepares for his own Punifhment;

What Pains, what loathfome Maladies

From Luxury and Lull arife!

2 "The Drunkard feels his Vitals wafte,

Yet drowns his Health to pleafe his Taite;

Ti!l all his active Pow'rs are loft,

i And fainting Life draws near the Duft.

Glutton groans, and lothes to eat

:

Soul abhors delicious Meat ;

l re with heavy Loads opprelt,

id yield to Death to be releas'd.

4 Then how the frighted Sinners fly

To God for Help with earned Cry

!

He hears their Groans, prolongs their Breath,

And faves them from approaching Death.

5 No MecJ'cine could effect the Cure

So quick, fo eafy, or fo fare

:

The deadly Sentence God repeals,

He lends his fov'reign Word, and he;.!;.

6 O may the Sons of Men record

The wor.d'rous Goodncb of the Lord I
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\nd let their thankful Off'rings prove

rlow they adore their Maker's Love.

3 A L M CVII. Fourth Part. Long Metre.

deliverancefrom Storms and Shipwreck: or, The

Seaman's Song.

WOuld you behold the Works of God,
His Wonders in the World abroad,

Go with the Mariners, and trace,

Th* unknown Regions of the Seas.

.They leave their native Shores behind,

And feize the Favour of the Wind,
i Till God commands, and Tempeils rife,

That heave the Ocean to the Skies.

Now to the Heav'ns they mount amain,

Now fink to dreadful Deeps again ;

1 What ilrange Affrights young Sailors feel

And like a ltagg'ring Drunkard reel

!

When Land is far, and Death is nigh,

Loft to all Hope, to God they cry :

His Mercy hears their loud Addrefs,

And fends Salvation in Diftrefs.

He bids the Winds their Wrath alTuage

;

The furious Waves forget their Rage ;

*Tis calm ; and Sailors fmile to fee

The Haven where they wiuYd to be.

O may the Sons of Men record

The wond'rous Goodnefs of the Lord !

Let them their private Off'rings bring,

And in the Church his Glory fmg.

m m
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PSALM CVII. Fourth Part. Common Mctri

Ibe Mariners Pfalm.

i ^HY V>rks of* Glory, mighty Lord,
JL Thy Wonders in the D>

The Sons of Courage fha.ll record,

Who trr.de in floating Ships.

2 At thy Command the Winds arifo,

And fweil the tow'ring Waves

;

'd mount the Skies,

AncJ fink in gaping Graves.

3 [^g^ n they climb th: wat'ry Hilb,

And plunge in Deeps again ;

Each like a tou'rirtg Drunkard reels,

And finds his Courage vain.

.:ed to hear the Tempeft roar,

They pant with flutt'ring Breath ;

And hopelefs of the diflant Shore,

Expect immediate Death.]

5 Then to the Lord they raife their. Cries,

He hears their loud Requeft,

And orders Silence thro' the Skies,

And lays the Floods to Reft.

6 Sailors rejoice to lofe their Fears,

And fee the Storm allay'd

:

Now to their Eyes the Port appears:

There let their Vows be paid.

7 'Tis God that brings them fafe to Land

;

Let llupil Mortals know,
That Waves arc under his Command,
And all the Winds that blow.

g O that the Sons of Men would praife

The Goodnefs of the Lord !
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And thofe who fee thy wond'rous Ways,

Thy wond'rous Love record.

P S A L Pvl CVIL LaftPart.

Colonies planted: or, Nations blefl and punifoed.

A Psalm for New- England.

WHEN God, provok'd with daringCrime,

Scourges the Madnefs of the Times,

He turns their Fields to barren Sand,

And dries the Rivers from the Lr.nd.

His Word can raife the Springs again,

And make the wither'd Mountains green,

Send fhow'ry Bleflings from the Skies,

J

And Harvefts in the Defert rife.

[Where Nothing dwelt but hearts of Prey,

Or Men as fierce and wild as they ;

1 He bids th' Oppreft and Poor repair,

i

And build them Towns and Cities there.

:

They fow the Fields, and Trees they plant,

I

Whofe yearly Fruits fupply their Want

:

!

Their Race growc up from fruitful Stocks,

Their Wealth increafes with their Flocks.

I

Thus they are bleftj but if they fin,

He lets the Heathen Nations in ;

A favage Crew invades their Lands,

Their Princes die by barb'rous Hands.

Their captive Sons, expos'd to Scorn,

Wandes unpity'd and forlorn:

The Country lies unfene'd, untill'd,

And Defolation fpreads the Field.

Yet if the humbled Nation mourns,.

Again his dreadful Hand he turns j
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Again he makes their Cities thrive,

And bids the dying Churches live.]

8 The Righteous, with a joyful Senfe,

Admire the Workc of Providence ;

And Tongues of Atheifts (hall no more
Blafpheme the God that Saints adore.

9 How few with pious Care record

Thefe wond'rous Dealings of the Lord ?

But wife Obfervers dill mall find

The Lord is hohr

,
juil, and kind.

PSALM CIX. ver! 1—5, 31.

Lo-ve to Enemiesfrom the Example j/Christ.

x /^ O D of my Mercy and my Praife,

VJT Thy Glory is my Song

;

Tho' Sinners fpeak againft thy Grace
With a blafpheming Tongue.

2 When in the Form of mortal Man
Thy Son on Earth was found,

With cruel Slanders, falfe and vain,

They compafs'd him around.

3 Their MisVies his Companion move,
Their Peace he ltiil p :rfu'd;

They render Hatred for his Love,
And Evil for his good.

4 Their Malice rag'd without a Caufe;

Yet with his d) ing Breath,

He pray'd for Murd'rers on his Crofs,

And blels'd his foes in Death.

5 Lord, (hall thy bright Example fhine

In vain before my Eyes ?

Give me a Soul a-kin to thine,

To love mine Enemies.



PSALM CX. 229

The Lord ftiall on my Side engage,

And in my Saviour's Name
I ftiall defeat their Pride and Rage,
Who flander and condemn.

PSALM CX. Firft Part. Long Metre,

Ch R 1 st exalted, and Multitudes converted: or,

TheSuctefs ofthe Go/pel.

TH U S the eternal Father fpake

To C h r 1 s t the Son, " Afcend and lit

I At my right Hand, till I (hall make
" Thy Foes fubmiflive at thy Feet.

I From Zion fhall thy Word proceed;

I
" Thy Word, the Scepter in thy Hand,

j

t( Shall make the Hearts of Rebels bleed,

i
" And bow their Wills to thy Command.

" That Day (hall mew thy Pow'r is great,

[

" When Saints fhall flock with willing Minds,
I

" And Sinners crowd thy Temple Gate,

! f Where Holinefs in Beauty mines.

"

I

I

O bleffed Pow'r ! O glorious Day f

;; What a large VicYry fhall enfuef

1
1 And Converts who thy Grace obey,

Exceed the Drops of Morning-Dew.

> S A L M CX. Second Part. Long Metre.

The. Kingdom and Priejlhood of C h r i s t.

THUS the great Lord of Earth and Sea
Spake to his Son, and thus he fvvore ;

" Eternal fhall thy Priefthood be,
'• 1 And change from Hand to Hand no more.

•* Aaron and all his Sons mull die,
f( But everlafting Life is thine,
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" For Refuge from the Wrath divine.

3 " By me Melchifedek was made
" On Earth a King and Prieft at once ;

" And Thou, my hcav'nly Prieft, lhall plead.

" And Thou, my King, (halt rule my Sons."

4 Jesus the Prieft afcends his Throne,

While Counfels of eternal Pence

Between the Father and the Son,

Proceed with Honour and Succefs.

5 Thro' the whole Earth his Reign mall fpread.

And crufh the Pow'rs that dare rebel

;

Then fhall he judge the rifing Dead,
And fend the guilty World to Hell.

6 Tho' while he treads his glorious Way,
He drinks the Cup of Tears and Blood,

The Suir'rings of that dreadful Day,

Shall but advance him near to God.

PSALM CX. Common Metre.

Christ'; Kingdom and Priejlbosd.

1 T E S U S, our Lor d, afcend thy Tyrone,

I And near thy Father fit

:

In Zion (hail thy Pow'r be known,

And make thy Foes fubmit.

2 What Wonders (hall thy Gofpel do!

Thy Converts lhall furpafs

The num'rous Drops of Morning-Dew,

And own thy fov'reign Grace.

3 God hath pronoune'd a firm Decree,

Nor changes what he fwore ;

" Eternal fhall thy Prieithood be,
*• Whan Aaron is no more.
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I Melchifedek, that wond'rous Prielt.,

" That King of high Degree,

P That holy Man who Abra'm bleil,

«* Was but a Type of Thee."

Jesus our Prieft for ever lives

To plead for us above ;

Jesus our King for ever gives

The Bleffing of his Love.

God fhall exalt his glorious Head,
And his high Throne maintain j

Shall ftrike the Pow'rs and Princes dead
Who dare oppofe his Reign.

PSALM CXI. Firft Part.

The Wi/dom of God in his Works,

SONGS of immortal Praife belong

To my Almighty God ;

He has my Heart, and he my Tongue,
To fpread his Name abroad.

; How great the Works his Hand has wrought!
.How glorious is our Sight!

And Men in ev'ry Age have fought

His Wonders with Delight.

How moft exact is Nature's Frame I

How wife th' Eternal Mind !

His Counfels never change the Scheme
That his f.rft Thoughts defign'd.

When he redeem'd his chofen Sons,

He hVd his Cov'nant fure :

The Orders that his Lips pronounce,
To endlefs Years endure.

Nature and Time, and Earth and Skies,

Thy heav'nly 'Skill proclaim

;

6
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What fhall we do to make us wife,
Bat learn to read thy Name ?

6 To fear thy Pow'r, to truft thy Grace,
Is our divined Skill;

And he's the wifeft of our Race
That belt obeys thy Will.

PSALM CXr. Second Part.

The Perfeaions o/God.

i /^ Re at is the Lord; his Works of Might
VJX Demand our nobleft Songs:

Let his afTembled Saints unite

Their Harmony of Tongues.

2 Great is the Mercy of the Lord,
He gives his Children Food ;

And ever mindful of his Word,
He makes his Promife good.

3 His Son, the great Redeemer, came
To feal his Cov'nant Aire

;

Holy and Rev'rend is his Name,
His Ways arejuft and pure.

4 They that would grow divinely wife,

Muft with his Fear begin ;

Our faireft Proof of Knowledge lies

In hating ev'ry Sin.

PSALM CXII. As the 1 13th Pfalm.

The BUJfings of the liberal Man.

I
rT^HAT Man is blefl who (lands in awe
A Of God, and loves his facred Law:
His feed on Earth fhall be renownM

;

His Houfe the Seat of Wealth fhall be,

An inexhaufted Treafury,

And with fucceffive Honours crown'd.

1 2 H
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His lib'ral Favours he extends,

To fome he gives, to others lends;

A gen'rous Pity fills his Mind:
Yet what his Charity impairs,

He faves by Prudence in Affairs,

And thus he's juft to all Mankind.

His Hands, while they his Alms beftow'd,

His Glory's future Harveft fow'd

:

The fweet Remembrance of the Juft,

Like a green Root, revives and bears

A Train of Bleflings for his Heirs,

When dying Nature fleeps in Duft.

Befet with threat'ning Dangers round,

Unmov'd mail he maintain his Ground ;

His Confcience holds his Courage up ;

The Soul that's fill'd with Virtue's Light,

Shines brighteft in Affliction's Night,

And fees in Darknefs Beams of Hope.

Pause.

[I'll Tidings never can furprife

His Heart, that fix'd on God relies,

Tho' Waves and Tempefts roar around:

Safe on the Rock he fits and fees

The Shipwreck of his Enemies,

And all their Hope and Glory drown'd.

The Wicked ftiall his Triumph fee,

And gnafh their Teeth in Agony,
To find their Expectations croft

:

They and their Envy, Pride and Spite,

Sink down to everlafting Night,

And all their Names in Darknefs loft.]

L
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i "~I HRICE > Lor.-,

- Ix
Honour ar:

:end.

I .'ind;

i of Mercy frill inclin'd :

He lends the Poor feme prefer.:

Or| ttobe repaid.

- When Tirr.es grow dark, and Tidings fpread

Neighbour* round with Dread,
- resr,

For God with all his Pow'r is there.

4 His Sob! well fijfd upon the Lo*d,
Drsws heavenly Courage from his Word-; -

Amidft the Darknefs Light fhal! rife,

To cheer his He2rt and clefs his Eyes.

5 He hath difpers'd his Alms abroad,

His Works are ftill :before his God ;

::h mall long remain,

..tin vain.

PSUM CXII. Common Metre.

- ality Regarded.

I
T_T A ? P Y is he that fears the Lou>,
il And follows his Commands ;

Who lends the Poor without Reward,

Or gives with liberal Hands.

eDs within his Breafi

To all the Sons of Need;
So God mall anfwer his Requeil

With BlefHngs on his Seed.
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VdMind;

leaves his Pears behind.

Some Beams of Light (till tt

To ihew the World hi5 Righteoafoefc,

And give him Peace divine.

i

Shall be his fore Rev. a

PSALM G -rsrTeae.

f f: Mgjjfd 0*dCmdfja*fim ;/G: r.

YZ :'

Th>r ; me record,

Hi: le for ever bl.

-."pbys

Le: Lands ok) rlc^s kia Poo 'r ::r.:e':
.

•

The Heav'ns are far below L.

. 1 Greatnefs dare

With oar eternal God con:

:

Arm'd with his nncreateu. Might.

He bows hi? glorious Head, to view
What the br:_

And bends his Care to aortal

ox,

And makes them Company for K
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4 When chilJlcfs Families defpair,

lie fe.uk the Blefling of an Heir,
To re cue the-'r expiring Name:

The Mother, with a thankful Voice,
Proclaims his Praifes and lier Joys

:

Let ev'ry Age advance his Fame.

PSALM CXIIL Long Metre.

God Sovereign and Gracious.

1 "V7 E Servants of th' Almighty King
I In cv'ry Age his Praifes ling

;

Where'er the Sun mall rife or fet,

The Nations fhall his Praife repeat.

2 Above the Earth, beyond the Sky,

Stands his high Throne of Majelty

;

Nor Time nor Place his Pow'r reftrain,

Nor bound his univerfal Reign.

3 Which of the Sons of Adam dare,

Or Angels, with their God compare ?

His Glories how divinely bright,

Who dwells in uncreated Light!

4 BehrM his Love, he {loops to view
What Saints above and Angels do ;

And condefcends yet more, to know,
The mean Affairs ofMen below.

X From Dud and Cottages obfeure,

His Gr.tce exalts the humble Poor ;

Gives them the Honour of his Sons

;

And fits them for their heav'nly Thrones.

6 [A Word of his creating Voice

Can make the barren Houfe rejoice :

Tho' Sarah's ninety Years were pad,

The promis'd Seed is born at laft.
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> With Joy the Mother views her Son,

And tells the Wonders God has done:

Faith may grow ftrong when Senfe defpairs;

H Nature fails, the Promife bears.]

PSALM CXIV.

Miracles attending 1/iaePs Journey.

WHEN Ifrel, freed from Pharaoh's Hand,
Left the proud Tyrant and his Land,

The Tribes with cheerful Homage own
Their King, and Judah was his Throne.

! Acrofs the Deep their Journey lay ;

j

The Deep divides to make them Way

:

Jordan beheld their March, and fled,

With backward Current to his Head.

The Mountains (hook like frighted. Sheep,

Like Lambs the little Hillocks leap;
1 Not Sinai or her Bafe could Hand,

Confcious of fov'reign Pow'r at Hand,

!. What Pow'r could make the Deep divide?

;

Make Jordan backward roll his Tide ?

I
Why did ye leap, ye little Hills ?

And whence the Fright that Sinai feels ?

Let ev'ry Mountain, ev'ry Flood,

Retire and know th' approaching God,
The King of Ifr'el : See him here

!

Tremble, thou Earth, adore and fear.

! He Thunders, and all Nature mourns,

The Rock to {landing Pools he turns

:

1 Flints 1'pring. with Fountains at his Word,

j

And Fires and Seas confefs the Lord.
^ 3



* PSALM CXV.
m PSALM CXV. Firft Metre.

Tie true God our Refuge: or, Idolatry reproutJ,

) T to ourfelves, who are but Dull,NO'HNot to ourfelves is Glory due,

Lternal God, thou'rt only Juft,

Thou'rt only Gracious, Wife and True.

2 Shine forth in ell thy dreadful Name;
Why mould a Heathen'* haughty Tongue

!t us, and to raife our Shame,

f,
" Where's the God you've ferv'd fo long ?"

3 The God we fervc maintains his Throne
Above the Clouds, beyond the Skies

;

Thro 5

all the Earth his Will is done,

He knows our Groans, he hears our Cries.

4 Bat the vain Idols they adore,

fenfelefs Shapes of Stone and Wcod ;

Ore,

God.

ith Eyes and Ears, they carve theli Head ;

s, their Eyes are blind ;

]n vain are Tigs made,

And Vows ere icitter'd in the Wind.

6 Their Ftct were never made to move,
ve when Mortals pray ;

Mortal: that pay them Fear or Love,

Seem to be blind and deaf as they.]

7 O Ifr'ei, make the Lord thy Hope,
Thy Help, thy Refuge, and" thy Reft.

:

TruLoRD : y Ruins up,

- the Prieit.

5 The Dead no more can freak thy Pravfe j

Tiny 3 ce and the Grave ;
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But we (hall live to fag thy Grace, «•

And tell the World ti y Pow'r to {aire.

'3ALM CXV. Second Metre. As the New Tune
of the 50th Pfalm.

Popijb Idolatry reproved.

A Pfalm for the 5 th of November.

NOT to ourNames, Thou only Juft and True,

Not to our worchlefs Names is G iory due ;

, ThyPow'rand Grace, thy Truth and Jaftice claim

Immortal Honours to thy fov'relgn Name.
Shine thro' the Earth fromHeav'n thy bleft Abode
NorlettheHeathenfay," And where's yourGod!"

[Throne,

Heav'n is thy higher Court, there Hands thy

And thro' the- lower Worlds thy Will is done
[fpread,

Our Gox> fram'd all this Earth, thofe Heavens he

But Fools adore the Gods their Hands have made;
The kneeling Croud, with Looks devout behold,

Their Silver-Saviours, and their Saints of Gold.

[Vain are thofe artful Shapes ofEyes and Ears

;

The molten Image neither fees nor hears

:

Their Hands are helplefs, nor their Feet can move;
They have no Speech, nor Thought, nor Pow'r,

[nor Love

;

Yet fottifti Mortals make their long Complaints

To their deafIdols, and their moveiefs Saints.

The Rich have Statues well adorivd with Gold ;

!The Poor content with Gods of coarfe: ivlould,

With Tools of Iron carve the fenfelefs Stock,

Lopt from a Tree, or broken from a Rock :

People and Prieft drive on the fdlemn Trade,
i And truit the Gods that Saws and Hammers made.]

l 4
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^ Be Ikav'nand F.arth amaz'd! 'Tis hard to fay

Which is moreltupid, or rheir'G<.ds, or they.

O Ifr el, trult the Lo r d ! He hea;s and fees,

He k -
> \ ires thy Peace :

Hi; Vv
i thoufand Comforts yield,

He h thy Hrlp, and he thy heav'nly Shield.

6 O Britrin, trull the Lor in vain

Attempt thy Ruin, and oppoie his Reign ;

Had they prevaiiM, Darknefs had closM ourDa)
And Death and Silence had forbid hi: Praife

:

Hut vvt- are fav'd and live . Lc^ Songs arife.

Ar.dLriton I ouilt the Skies.

i

PSALM CXVI, FirftFart.

Recovery from Sicknefs.

Lcve the Lord : he heard my Cries,

And pity'd tv'ry Groan ;

1 livLong as I live, when Trouble: rife,

I'll haften to his Throne.

I love the Lord: he bowd his Ear,

And chas'd my Griefs away

:

O let my Heart no more defpair,

While I have Breath to pray!

My I lefh declin'd, my Spirits fell,

And I drew near the Dead ;

Vr nile inward Pangs, and Fears of Hell,

Perplex'd my wakeful Head.

" My God, I cry'd, thy Servant fave,

" I'hou ever Grod and Juft j

'* Thv Pow'r can refcue from the Grave,
M thy Pow'r fc ail my Truft."

The Lord beheld me fore diftreft,

He bid mv Pains remove :
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Return, my Soul, to God, thy Reft,

For thou haft known his Love.

My God has fav'd my Soul from Death,

. And dry'd my falling Tears

:

Now to his Praife Til fpend my Breath,

And my remaining Years.

PSALM CXVI. 1 2, &c. Second Part.

'onus made in Trouble paid in the Church : or, Public

Thanks for private Deliverances.

WHAT (hall I render to my Goo
For all his Kindnefs mown

f

My Feet (hall vifit thine Abode,
My Songs addrefs thy Throne.

Among the Saints that fill thine Houfe
My OfFrings (hall be paid ,•

There (hall my Zeal perform the Vows
My Soul in Anguiih made.

How much is Mercy thy Delight,

Thou ever bleffed God !

How Dear thy Servants in thy Sight

!

How precious is their Blood

!

How happy all thy Servants are I

How great thy Grace to me !

My Life, which thou haft made thy Care,

Lord, I devote to Thee.

Now I am thine, for ever thine,

Nor (hall my Purpofe move ;

Thy Hand hath loos'd my Bands of Pain,

And bound me with thy Love.

Here in thy Courts I leave my Vow,
And thy rich Grace record;

L
5
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Wiir.ei"-, ye Saints wlio hear me no-

U 1 forfakj the L

PSALM CXVil. Common Mttre.

Praife to God from all Nations*

i /"\ All ye Nations, praHe the Lord,
\J Each with a different Tongue :

In ev'ry Language learn his Ward,
And let his Name be fung.

2 His Mercy reigns thro' ev'ry Land;
Proclaim his Grace abroad;

For ever firm his Truth (hall Hand,

Praife ye the faithful God.

PSALM CXVIL Long Metre.

i T^ROM all that dwell below the Skier,

J? Let the Creator's Praife arife;

Let the Redeemer's Name be fung,

Thro' ev'ry Land, by ev'ry Tongue.

2 Eternal are thy Mercies, Lord ;

Kternal Truth attends thy Word

:

Thy Praife (hall found from Shore to Shore,

Till Suns (hall rife and fet no more.

PSALM CXVIL Short Metre.

i ^pHY Name. Almighty Lord,

X ^hall found thro' diitant Lands:
Great is thy Grace, and Aire thy Word,
Thy Truth for ever Hands.

2 Far be thine Honour fpread,

And long thy Praife encrurc,

Till Morning Light and Ev'ning Shade
Shall be exchangd no more.

2.
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S A L M CXVIII. FirltPart, -v.er. 6—15.

Deliverancefrom a TumuU.
~

kHE Lord appears rn^-Helper now,T'Nor is my Faith afraid

Of what the Sons of Earth can do/
Since Heav'n affords me Aid.

f \
'Tis fafer, Lord, to hope on Thee,
And have my God my Friend,

Than truft in Men of high Degree,

And on their Truth depend.

Like Bees my Foes befet me round,.

A large and angry Swarm f

But I mall all their Rage confound
By thine Almighty Arm.

'Tis thro' the Lord my Heart is ftrcng,,

In hjm my Lips rejoice

;

While his Salvation is my Song,

How cheerful is my Voice

!

1 Like angry Bees they girt me round ;

When God appears they fly ;

So Burning Thorns with crackling Sound,,

Make a fierce Blaze and die.

Joy to the Saints and Peace belongs 5

The Lord protects their Days;.

Let Ifr'el tune immortal Songs

To his Almighty Grace.

5ALM CXVIIL Second Part. ver. v7-zu
Public Praife for Deliverance from Death,

LORD, thou haft heard thy Servant cry,

And refcu'd from the Grave ;

Now mall he live : (and none can die,..

If God refolve to fav*.)
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2 Thy Praife more conflant than before,

Shall fill his daily Breath ;

Thy Hand that hath chaiti-'d him fore,

Defends him ihll from Death.

3 Open the Gates of Zion now,
For we mall worfhip there,

The Houfe where all the Righteous go,

ThyJVJercy to declare.

4 Amongft th' AfTemblies of thy Saints

Our thankful Voice we raife:

There we have told thee our Complaints,

And there we fpeak thy Praife.

PSALM CXVIII. Third Part. ver. 22, 23,

Chri st the Tcundation ofhis Church.

1 T) Ehold the fure Foundation-Stone

JD Which God in Zion lays,

To build our heav'nly Hopes upon,

And his eternal Praife.

2 Chofen of God, to Sinners dear,

And Saints adore his Name ;

They truft their whole Salvation here,

Nor (hall they fuffer Shame.

3 The Foolifh Builders, Scribe and Prieft,

Rejeft it with Difdain;

Yet on this Rock the Church fhall reft,

And Envy rage in vain.

4 What tho
1

the Gates of Hell withftood,

Yet muft this Building rife:

*Tis thy own Work, Almighty God,
And wond'rous in our Eyes.
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PSALM CXVIII. Fourth Part. ver. 24—26.

Ho/anna; the Lord's-Day: or, Christ'/ KefurreSion%

and our Salvation.

1
rT^ H I S is the Day the Lo r d hath made,

A He calls the Hours his own ;

Let Heav'n rejoice, let Earth be glad,

And Praife furround the Throne.

2 To-day he rofe and left the Dead,
And Satan's Empire fell

;

To-day the Saints his Triumphs fpread,

And all his Wonders tell.

3 Hofanna to th' anointed King,

To David's holy Son

!

Help us, O Lord ; defcend and bring

Salvation from thy Throne.

4 Bled be the Lord, who comes to Men
With MefTages of Grace;

: Who comes in God his Father's Name, '

To fave our finful Race.

c Hofanna in the higheft Strains

The Church on Earth can raifej

The higheft Heav'ns, in which he reigns,

Shall give him noble Praife.

PSALM CXVIII. ver. 22-27. Short Metrt.

An Hofanna for the Lord's Day: or, A New Song of
Salvation by Chr i st

I QEE what a living Stone

O The Builders did refufe ;

Yet God hath built his Church thereon,'

In fpite of envious Jews,
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2 The Scribe and angry PrieU,

Reject thine only Son;
Yet on the Rock (hall Zion reft,

% As the phief Corner- Stone.

3 The Work, O Loud, is thine,

And wond'rous in our Eyes;

This Day declares it all divine,

This Day did Jesus rife.

4 This is the glorious Day
That our Redeemer made;

Let us rejoice, and fing, and pray;

Let all the Church be glad.

5 Hofanna to the King
Of David's royal Blotto;

Blefs him, ye Saints: He comes to bring

Salvation from yourGoo.

6 We blefs thine holy Word
Which ail this Grace difplays

;

And offer on thine Altar, Lord,
Our Sacrifice of Praife.

PSALM CXVIII. 22—27. Long Metre.

An Hofanna for the Lord''s Day: or, Anew Song of
Salvation ^Christ.

1 T O! what a glorious Corner Stone

-Li The Jewifi Builders did refute;

But God hath built his Church thereon,

Jn fpite of Envy, and the Jews.

2 Great God! the Wrork is all divine,

The Joy and Wonder of our Eyes;

This is the Day that proves it thir.e,

The Day that law our Saviour rife.
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Sinners rejoice, and Saints be glad:

Hofanna j let his Name be bUil ;

A thoufand Honours on his Head,

With Peace, and Light, and Glory Reft!

In God's own Name he comes to bring

Salvation to our dying Race

;

Let the whole Church addrefs their King
With Hearts of Joy, and Songs of Praife.

PSALM CXIX.

Ihave colleBed anddifpoled the moft ufeful Ferfis of
is Pfalm under eighteen different Heads, andfonned
Divine Song upon each oftbetrf. But the Verfes are

uch traufpofed to attain fome degree ofConnexion.

In fame places, among the Words Law, Commands,
idgments,Teftimonies, / have ufedGofyel, Word,
race, Truth, Promifes, &c . as more agreeable to the

eiv Teftament, and the commanLangtiage ofChrijlians,

id it equally anfwers the Defign ofthe Pfalmif, which
\>as to recommend the Holy Scriptures.

PSALM CXIX. Firft Part.

1 The Blejfednefs ofSaints, and Mifery of Sinners.

Ver. 1, 2, 3.

BLEST are th' undefiPd in Heart,

Whofe Ways are right and clean ;

Who never from thy Law depart,

But fly from ev'ry Sin.

Bleft are the Men that keep thy Word,
And pra<5tife thy Commands:

With their whole Heart they fee the Lord,
And krvQ thee with their Hands.
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Ver. 1 6c.

3 Great b their Peace who love thy Law;
How firm their Souls abide!

Nor can a bold Temptation draw
Their Heady Feet afide.

Ver. 6.

4 Then (hall my Heart have inward Joy,
And keep my Face from Shame,

When all thy Statutes I obey,

And honour all thy Name.
Ver. 21, i 18.

5 But haughty Sinners God will hate;

The Proud fhaU die accurft;

The Sons of Falmood and Deceit

Are trodden to the Dull,

Ver. li g, fee.

6 Vile as the Drofs the Wicked are

;

And thofe that leave thy Ways
Shall fee Solvation from afar,

But never tafle thy Grace.

PSALM CXIX. Second Part.

Secret Devotion and Spiritual mindednefs : or, Conft*

Con*verfe with God.
Ver. 147, C$.

1 " I ' O Thee, before the dawning Light,

A My gracious God, I pray;

I meditate thy Name by Night,

And keep thy Law bv Day.
Ver. 81.

2 My Spirit faints to fee thy Grace ;

Thy Promife bears me up ;

And while Salvation long delays,

Thy Word fupports my Hope.
Ver. 164.

3 Seven Times a Day I lift my Hands,

And pay my Thanks to Thee;
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hy righteous Providence demands
Repeated Praife from me.

Ver. 62.

. When Midnight-Darknefs veils the Skies,

I call thy Works to mind j

My Thoughts in warm Devotion rife,

And fweet Acceptance find.

PSALM CXIX. Third Part.

Profejfions of Sincerity* Repentance andQbedunct*

Ver. 57,60.

THOU art my Portion, O my Godj
Soon as I know thy Way,

My Heart makes hafte V obey thy Word,
And fuff-rs no Delay.

Ver. 30, 14.

1 I choofe the path of heav'nly Truth,

And glory in my Choice

;

Not all the Riches of the Earth

Could make me fo rejoice.

I
The Teftimonies of thy Grace,

I fet before mine Eyes

:

i> Thence I derive my daily Strength,

And there my Comfort lies.

Ver 59.

|.
If once I .wander from thy Path,

I think upon my Ways;
Then turn my Feet to thy Commands,
And trull thy pard'ning Grace.

Ver. Q4, 1 [ 1.

j Now I am thine, for ever thine,

O fave thy Servant, Lord;
Thou art my Shield, my Hiding-place,

My Hope is in thy Word.
Ver. 112.

» Thou,haft inclin'd this Heart of mine
Thy Statutes to. fulfil;
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And thus till mortal Life mall end
Would I perform thy Will.

PSALM CXIX. Fourth Part.

Jnjlruclionfrom Scripture.

Ver. g.

i TJ OW mall the Young fecure their Hearts,

XJL And guard their Lives from Sin?

Thy Word the choiceft Rules impars,

To keep the Conference clean.

Ver. mc.
2 When once it enters to the Mind,

It fpreads fuch .Light abroad,

The meanefl Souls Inftrudnon find.

And raife their Thoughts to God.
Ver. 105.

3 'Tis like the Sun, a heav'nly Light,

That guides us all the Day;
And thro' the Dangers of the Night,

A Lamp to lead our Way.
Ver. 99, ico.

4 The Men that keep thy Law with Care,

And rneditat thy Word,
Grow wifer than their Teachers are,

And better know the Lord.
Ver. 1 04, 113.

5 Thy Precepts make me truly wife

;

I hate the Sinner's Road

:

I hate my own vain Thoughts that rife,

But love thy Law, my G d.

Ver. 89, 90, 91.

6 [The flarry Heav'ns thy Rule obey,

The Earth maintains her Place

:

And thefe thy Servants Night and Day,

Thy Skill and Pow'r cxprete.
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But Hill thy Law and Gofpel, Lord,
Have Leffons more divine

:

*

Nor Earth Hands firmer than thy Word,
Nor Stars fo nobly mine]

Ver. 160, 14c, g, 116.

Thy "Word is everlafting Truth,

How pure is ev'ry Page

!

Thy holy Book mail guide our Youth,

And well fupport our Age.

PSALM CXIX. Fifth Part.

flight in Scripture: or, The Word of'God chveliing

in us.

Ver. 97.

OHow I love thy holy Law f

'Tis daily my Delight:

And thence my Meditations draw
Divine Advice by Night.

Ver. 148.

My waking Eyes prevent the Day,
To meditate thy Word

:

'My Soul with longing melts av.ay

To hear thy Gofpel, Lord.
Ver. 3, ij, 54.

How doth thy Word my Heart engage

!

How well employ my Tongue !

And in my tirefome Pilgrimage,

Yields me a heav'nly Song.

Ver. 19, 103.'

Am I a Stranger, or at Home :

'Tis my perpetual Feaft ;

Not Honey dropping from the Comb
So much allures the Tafte.

Ver. 72, 1 27.

No Treafures fo enrich the Mind

;

Nor mail thy Word be fold

For Loads of Silver well refin'd,

Nor Heaps of choicjft Gold.



2 5 2 P S A L M CX1X.
Ver. 28, 49, 1-^.

6 When Nature finks, and Spirits droop,
Thy Promifes of Grace

.Are Pillars to fupport my Hope,
And there I write thy Praife.

P S A L M CXIX. Sixth Part.

Holinefs and Comfortfrom the World.

Ver. 128.

1 T O R D, I efteem thy Judgments right,

A a And all thy Statutes juft ;

Thence I maintain a conilant Fight.'ight.

With ev'ry flatt'ring Lull.

Ver 97, 9.

2 Thy Precepts often I i'urvey

:

I keep thy Law in Sight,

Thro' all the Bufinefs of the Day,
To form my Adions right.

Ver. 62.

3 My Heart in Midnight Silence cries,

" How fweet thy Comforts be!"

My Thoughts in holy Wonder rife,

And bring their Thanks to Thee.
Ver. 162.

4 And when my Spirit drinks her fill

At fome good Word cf thine,

Not mighty Men that fliare the Spoil,

Have Joys compar'd to mine.

PSALM CXIX. Seventh Part.

ImperfcBion of Naturt, and Perfection of Scripture

Ver. 96. paraphras'd

l T ET all the Heathen Writers join

JL/ To form one perfect Book,

Great God, if once compar'd with thine,

How mean their Writing, look!
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Not the moll perfect Rules they gave
Could fhew one Sin forgiv'n,

Nor lead a Step beyond the Grave

;

But thine conduct to Heav'n.

I've feen an End to what we call

Perfection here below

:

How fhort the Pow'rs of Nature fall,

And can no farther go !

Yet Men would fain be juft with God,
By Works their Hands have wrought;

But thy Commands, exceeding broad,

Extend to ev'ry Thought.

In vain we boaft Perfection here,

While Sin defiles our Frame ;

And finks our Virtues down fo far,

They fcarce deferve the Name.

' Our Faith, and Love, and ev'ry Grace,

Fall far below thy Word ;

But perfect Truth and Righteoufnefs

Dwell only with the Lord.

PSALM CXIX. Eighth Part.

the Word ofGov is the Saint's Portion: or, The
Excellency and Variety ofScripture.

Ver. in. paraphras'd.

IORD, I have made thy Word my Choice,

_j My falling Heritage ;

,
There (hall my nobleft Pow'rs rejoice,

My warmeft Thoughts engage.

I'll read the Hift'ries of thy Love,

And keep thy Laws in fight,

While thro' thy Promifes I rove,

With ever-frefh Delight.
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3 'Tis a bror.d Land of Wealth unknown,
Where Springs of Life arife,

Seeds of immortal Blifs are fown,
And hidden Glory lies.

4 The bed Relief that Mourners have;
Jt makes our Sorrows bled;

Our faireft Hope beyond the Grave,
And our eternal &eft.

PSALM CXIX. Ninth Part.

Vejtre of Knowledge: or, The Teachings of the Sp':\

^itith the Word.

Ver. 64, 68, 18.

1
rT" H Y Mercies fill the Earth, O Lord,
1 How good thy Works appear

!

Open nay Eyes to read thy Word,
And fee thy Wonders there.

Ver. 73, its.

2 My Heart wasfdhion'd by thy Hand,
My Service is thy due

;

O make thy Servant underftand

The Duties he muft do.

Ver. i 9 .

3 Since I'm a Stranger here below,

Let not thy Path be hid;

Eut mark the Road my Feet mould go,

And be my conftant Guide.

Ver. 26.

4 When I confefs'd my wand'ring Ways,
Thou heard'it my Soul complain

;

Grant me the Teachings of thy Grace,

Or I fhall ftray again.

Ver. 33, 34.

5 If God to me his Statutes (hew,

And heav'nly Truth impart,
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His Work for ever I'll purfue,

His Law fhall rule rhy Heart.

Ver. 50,71.
This was my Comfort when I bore

Variety of Grief;

It made me learn thy Word the more,
And fly to that Relief.

Ver. 51.

[In vain the Proud deride me now

;

I'll ne'er forget thy Law;
Nor let that blefled Gofpel go,

Whence all my Hopes I draw.

Ver. 27, 171.

When I have learn'd my Father's Will,

I'll teach the World his Ways

:

My thankful Lips, infpir'd with Zeal,

Shall loud pronounce his Praife.]

PSALM CXIX. Tenth Part.

Pleading the Promifes.

Ver 38, 49.
Bhold thy waiting Servant, Lord,
Devoted to thy Fear

;

Remember and confirm thy Word,
For all my Hopes are there.

Ver. 4.1, 58, 107.

Haft thou not writ Salvation down,
And promis'd quick'ning Grace ?

Doth not my Heart addrefs thy Throne?
And yet thy Love delays.

Ver. 133, 42.

Mine Eyes for thy Salvation fail

;

O bear thy Servant up !

Nor let the fco fling Lips prevail,

Who dare reproach my Hope.
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Ver. 49, 74.

4 Didft Thou not raife my Faith, O Lord ?

Then let thy Truth appear:

Saints fhall rejoice in my Reward,
And trull as well as fear.

PSALM CXIX. Eleventh Part.

Breathing after Holinefs.

Ver. >, 33.

1 f~^\ That the Lord would guide my Ways
V/ To keep his Statutes Hill !

O that my God would grant me Grace,

To know ami do his Will!

Ver. 29.

2 O fend thy Spirit clown to write

Thy Law upon my Heart

!

Nor let my Tongue indulge Deceit,

Nor ad the Liar's Part.

Ver. 37, 36.

3 From Vanity turn off my Eyes;

Let no corrupt Defign,

Nor covetous Defires a rife

Within this Soul of mine.

Ver. 133.

4 Order my Tootfteps by thy Word,
And make my Heart finee re

;

Let Sin have no Dominion, Lord,
But keep my Confcience clear.

Ver. 176.

5 My Soul hath gone too far aftray ;

My Feet too often flip

;

Yet fince I've not forgot thy Way,
Reilore thy wand'nng Sheep.

Ver. 35.

6 Make me to walk in thy Commands,
'Tis a delightful Road;

Nor let my Head, or Heart, or Hands,
Offend againll my God. PSAL1
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PSALM CXIX. Twelfth Part.

Breathing after Comfort, and Deliver\t>:c;

Ver. 153.

MY God, confider my Diftrefs,

Let Mercy plead my Caufe

;

Though I have ilnn'd againft thy Grace,

I can't forget thy Laws.
Ver. 39, 116.

Forbid, forbid the marp Reproach
Which Ifojuft'y fear;

Uphold my Life, uphold my Hopes,

Nor let my Shame appear.

Ver. 122, 135.

Be thou a Surety, Lord, for me;
Nor let the Proud opprefs

;

But make thy waiting Servant fee

The Shinings of thy Face.

Ver. 82.

My Eyes with Expectation fail

;

My Heart within me cries,

f When will the Lord his Truth fulfil,

f And make my Comforts rife?"

Ver. 132.

Look down upon my Sorrows, Lord,
And fhew thy Grace the fame,

As thou art ever wont t' afford

To thofe that love thy Name.

PSALM CXIX. Thirteenth Part,

Holy Fear, and Tendernefi ofConfcience.

Ver. 10.

WITH my whole Heart I've fought thyFacej
O let me never tfray

?rom thy Commands, OGod of Grace,

Nor tread the Sinners Way.
M
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Ver. u.

2 Thy Word I've hid within my Heart,

To keep my Confcience clean,

And be an everlafting Guard
From ev'ry rifing Sin.

Ver. 63, 53, 158.

3 I'm a Companion of the Saints,

Who fear and love the Lord :

My Sorrows rife, my Nature faints,

When Men tranfgrefs thy Word.
Ver. 1 5

1 , 163.

4 While Sinners do thy Gofpel wrong,
My Spirit ftands in Awe ;

My Soul abhors a lying Tongue,
But loves thy righteous Law.

Ver. 161, 120.

5 My Heart with facrcd Rev'rence hear*

The Threat'nings of thy Word ;

My Flefh with holy trembling fears

The Judgments of the Lord.
Ver 166, 174.

6 My God, I long, I hope, I wait

For thy Salvation {till;

While thy whole Law is my Delight,

And I obey thy Will.

PSALM CXIX. Fourteenth Part.

Benefit of dffii£lions> and Support under them*

Ver. 153, 81, 82.

1 /^Onsider all my Sorrows, Lord,
V^j And thy Deliv'rance fend

;

My Soul for thy Salvation faints,

When will my Troubles end

!

Ver. 71.

2 Yet I have found 'tis good for me
To b*ar my Father's Rod;
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Afflictions make me learn thy Law,
And live upon my God.

Ver. 50.

\ This is the Comfort I enjoy

When new Diftrefs begins,

read thy Word, I run thy Way,
And hate my former Sins.

Ver. 92.

[ Had not thy Word been my Delight,

When earthly Joys were fled,

My Soul opprefl with Sorrow's Weight
Had funk amongil the Dead.

Ver. 75.

; I know thy Judgments, Lord, are right,

Tho' they may feem fevere :

The fharpeft Sufferings I endure

Flow from thv faithful Care.
'

\ er. 67.

i Before I knew thy chaiTning Rod,
My Feet were apt to ifcray;

But now I learn to keep thy Word,
Nor wander from thy Way.

PSALM CXIX. Fifteenth Part.

Holy Refolutions*

Ver. 93.

OThat thy Statutes ev'ry Hour
Might dwell upon my Mind?

Thence I derive a quick'ning Pow'r,

And daily Peace I find.

Ver. 15, 16.

To meditate thy Precepts, Lord,
Shall be, my fweet Employ;

My Soitl Ihall ne'er forget thy Word,
Thy Word is all my Joy.
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Ver. 32.

3 How would I nm in thy Commands,
Jf thou my Heart dilcharge

From Sin and Sr.tan's hateful Chains,

And fet my Feet at large ?

Yer. 13, 46.

4 My Lips with Courage mall declare

Thy Statutes and thy Name ;

I'll fpeak thy Word, tho' Kings fhould hear,

Nor yield to finful Shame.
Ver. 61, 69, 70.

5 Let Bands of Perfccutors rife

To rob me of my Right,

Let Pride and Malice forge their Lies,

Thy Law is my Delight.

Ver. 115.

6 Depart from me, ye wicked Race,
Whofe Hands and Hearts are ill;

I love my God, I love his Ways,
And rault obry his Will.

PSALM CXIX. Sixteenth Part.

Prayerfor quicking Grace.

Vcr. 25, 37.

1 A ,f Y Soul lies cleaving- to the Duft;

IVA Lord, give me Life divine!

From vain Delires, and ev'ry Lull,

Turn off thefe Eyes of mine.

2 I need the Influence of thy Grace
To fpeed me in thy Way,

Left I mould loiter in my Race,

Or turn my Ftet altray.

Ver. 107.

5 When fore AfRicYions prefs me down,
I need thy quick'ning Pow'rs

;

Thy Word that I have relied on,

Shall help my heavicfl Hours.
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Ver. 1^6, 4-c -

4 Are not thy Mercies fov'reign f;ill,

And thou a faithful Got ?

Wilt thcu not grant me warmer Zeal

To run the heav'nly Road ?

Ver. 1 ,9, 40.

9 Does not my Heart thy Precepts love,

And long to fee thy Face ;

And yet how How my Spirits mcve,
Without enlivening Grace!

Ver. 93.
5 Then fhall I love thy Gofpel more,

And ne'er forget thy Word,
When I have felt its quick'ning Pow'r,
To draw me near the Lord.

PSALM CXIX. Seventeenth Part.

Murage andPerfe(verance under Perfecution : or, Grace

Jhin'wg in Difficulties and Trials.

Ver. 143, 28.WrHEN Pain and Anguifh feize me, Lord,
All my Support is from thy Word ;

! My Soul diflblves for Heavinefs,

Uphold me with thy ftrength'ning Grace.

Ver. 51, 69, 1 10.

: The Proud have fram'd their Scoffs and Lies,

! They watch my Feet with envious Eyes,

And tempt my Soul to Snares and Sin ;

Yet thy Commands I ne'er decline.

Ver 161, 78.

They hate me, Lord, without a'Caufe,

They hate to fee me love thy Laws;
But I will truft and fear thy Name,
Till Pride sad Malice die with Shame.
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PSALM CX1X. LaflPart.

Sanftified Aflifuons: or, Delight in the Word of God
Ver. 67, 59.

J T^At her, I blefs thy gentle Hand;
JL How kind was thy chaftifing Rod,
That fore*d my Confcience to a Stand, . I ,

And brought my wand'ring Soul to God !

2 Foolifh and vain, I went aftray,

Ere I had felt thy Scourges, Lord ;

I left my Guide, and loft my Way

;

But now I love and keep thy Word.
Ver. 71.

3 'Tis gocd for me to wear the Yoke,
For Pride is apt to rife and fwell

;

'Tis good to bear my Father's Stroke,

That I might learn his Statutes well.

Ver. 72.

4 The Law that iflues from thy Mouth,
Shall raife my cheerful Paflions more
Than all the Treafurcs of the South,

Or Weftern Hills of golden Ore.

Ver. 73-

5 Thy Hands have made my mortal Frame,

Thy Spirit form'd my Soul within ;

Teach tpe to know thy wond'rous Name,
And guard me fafe from Death and Sin.

Ver. 74.

6 Then all that love and fear the Lord,
At my Salvation ihall rejoice ;

For I have hoped in thy Word,
And made thy Grace my only Choice,

p S A L M CXX.
Cnmplaint ofquarrelfame Neighbours: or, A devout

IVi/h for Peace.

1 '"T^HOU God of L*>ve, thou Ever- Weft,

Pity my furTring State ;
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When, wilt thou fet my Soul at Reft

From Lips that love Deceit ?

: Hard Lot of mine! my Days are call

Among the Sons of Strife,

Whofe never-ceafing Brawlings vvafte

My golden Hours of Life.

; O might I fly to change my Place,

How would I choofe to dwell

In fome wide lonefome Wildernefs,

And leave thefe Gates of Hell

!

Peace is the Bleifing that I feek ;.

How. lovely are its Charms

!

I am for Peace ; but when I fpeak,

They all declare for Arms.

New Paflions ftiil their Souk engage,

And keep their Malice ftrong; v

What (hall be done to curb thy Rage,
O thou devouring Tongue !

fc Should burning Arrows fmite thee thro',

Strict Juftice would approve

:

But I had rather fpare my Foe,
And melt his Heart with Love.

PSALM CXXI. Long Metre.

Divine Proteftion.

1 T T P to the Hills I lift mine Eyes,

\J Th' eternal Hills beyond the Skies

;

Thence all her Help my Soul derives

;

There my Almighty Refuge lives.

I He lives, the everlafting God,
That built the World, that fpread the Flood;

The Heav'ns with all their Hoft he made,

And the dark Regions of the Dead.

M 4.
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3 He guides our Feet, he guards our Way ;

His Morning-Smile b.'cfs all the Day :

He fpreads the Kv'ning Veil, and keeps

The filent Hours while Ifr'el fleeps.

4 Ifr'el, a Name divinely blcft ;

May rile fecure, fecurely rdl ;

Thy holy Guardian's wakeful Eye*
Admit no Slumber nor Surprife.

$ No Sun (hall fmite thy Head by Day,
Nor the pale Moon with fick!y Ray
Shall blaft thy Couch ! no buleful Star

Dart his malignant Fire from far.

6 Should Earth and Hell with Malice burn,

Still thou malt go, and (till return,

Safe in the Lord! his heav'nly Care
Defends thy Life from ev'ry Snare.

7 On thee foul Spirits have no Pow'r ;

And in thy laft departing Hour,
Angels that trace the airy Read,
Shall bear thee homeward to thy God.

PSALM CXXI. Common Metre.

Prefetiatitn by Day and Night,

i ' I y O Heav'n I lift my waiting Eyes,

X There all my Hopes are laid ;

The Lord, who built the Earth and Skies*

Is my perpetual Aid.

2 Their Feet mall never Aide or fall,

Whom He defigns to keep ;

His Ear attends the foftefl: Call ;

His Eyes can never fleep.

3 He will fuftain our weakeft Pow'rs
With bis Almighty Arm,
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And watch' our more unguarded Hours

Againit furpriiing Harm.

Ifr'el, rejoice, arid reft fecure,

Thy Keeper is the Lord ;

His wakeful Eyes employ his Pow'r
For thine eternal Guard.

Nor fcorching Sun, nor fickly Moon,
Shall have his Leave to (mite ;

He fhields thy Head from, burning Noon,
From blading Damps at Night.

He guards thy Soul, he keeps thy Breath,

Where thickeft Dangers come :

Go and return, fecure from Death,
Till God commands thee home.

fSALM CXXL As the 148th Pfalm,

God our Preferver.

'' TPward I lift mine Eyes;

vJ From God is all my Aid 5

The God that built the Skies,

\nd Earth and Nature made;
God is the Tow'r
To which I fly :

His Grace is nigh

In ev'ry Hour.

",'!y Feet mall never Aide,

)r fall in fatal Snares,

ince God, my Guard and Guide,.

)e fends me from my Fears.

Thofe wakeful Eyes

That never fleep,

Shall Ifr'el keep,

When Dangers rife,
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3 No burning Heats by Day,
Nor Blafh of Kv'ning Air,

Shall take my Health away,
If God be with me there:

Thou art my Sun,

And thou my Shade,

To guard my Head
By Night or Noon.

4 Hail thou not giv'n thy Word
To fave my Soul from Death?
And I can truft my Lord
To keep my mortal Breath;

I'll go and come,
Nor fear to die,

Tiil from on high

Thou call me Home.

PSALM CXXII. Common Metre.

Going to Church.

i T TOW did my Heart rejoice to hear

11 My Friends devoutly fay,

" In Zion let us all appear,
44 And keep the folemn Day! 11

2 I love her Gates, I love the Road;
The Church adorn'd with Grace,

Stands like a Palace built for God,
To (hew his milder Face.

3 Up to her Courts with Joys unknown
The holy Tribes repair;

The Son of David holds his Throne,

And fits in Judgment there.

4 He hears our Praifes and Complaints?

And while his awful Yoke
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Divides the Sinners from the Saints,

We tremble and rejoice.

} Peace be within this facred Place,

And Joy a conftant Gueft!
With holy Gifts and heav'nly Grace
Be her Attendants bleft!

j
My Soul fhall pray for Zion ltill, J

While Life or Breath remains;
There my beft Friends, my Kindred dwell,.

There Gqd my Saviour reigns.

PSALM CXXIL Proper Tune.

Going to Church.

HOW pleas'd a»nd bleft was I

To hear the People cry,

" Come, let us feek our God to-day!"

Yes, with a cheerful Zeal,

We hafte to Zion's Hill,

And there our Vows and Honours pay.

Zion, thrice happy Place!

Adorn'd with wond'rous Grace,

And Walls of Strength embrace thee round 5

In thee our Tribes appear

To pray, and praife, and hear

The facred 'GofpePs joyful Sound.

There. David's greater Son
Has fix'd his royal Throne,

He fits for Grace and Judgment there.;

He bids the Saint be glad,

He makes the Sinner fad,

And humble Souls rejoice with Fear.

May Peace attend thy. Gate,

And Joy within thee wait,
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To blcfi the Soul of ev'ry Gueft ;

The Man that fceks thy Peace,

And wilhcb thine Incrcafe,

A thoufand Blcflings on him reft f

- My Tongue repeat her Vows,
" Peace to this iacred Houfe!"

For there my Friends and Kindred dwell

;

.And fince my glorious God
Makes thee his bleil Abode,

My Soul fhall ever love thee well.

Repeat thefourth Stanza, to compleat the Tune,

PSALM CXXIII.

Tleading with Submijjion.

i /~\ Thou whofe Grace and Juftice reign,

V_-/ Enthron'd above the Skies,

To thee our Hearts would tell their Pain,

To thee we lift our Eyes.

2 As Servants watch their Mailer's Hand,
And fear the angry Stroke

!

Or Maids before their Miilrefs fuind,

And wait a peaceful Look;

3 So for our Sins wc juftly feel

Thy Difcipline, O God;
Yet wait the gracious Moment flill,

Till thou remove thy Rod.

4 Thofe that in Weahh and Pleafure live,

Our daily Groans deride,

And thy Delays of Mercy give

Frelh Courage to their Pride.

5 Our Foes infult us, but our Hope
In thy Compafiion lies;

This Thought ihall bear our Spirits up,

That God will not deir
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PSALM CXXIV.

A Songfor thefifth of November.

HA D not the Lord, may Ifr'el fay,

Had not the Lord maintain'd our Side,

When Men to make our Lives a Prey

Rofe like the'Swelling of the Tide;

II The fwelling Tide had flopt our Breath,

So fiercely did the Waters roll,

We had been fwallow'd deep in Death ;

Proud Waters had o'ervvhelm'd our Soul.

\ We leap for Joy, we fhout and fing,

Who jail cicap'd the fatal Stroke :

(

. So flies the Bird with cheerful Wing,
' When once the Fowler's Snare is broke.

I For ever bleffed be the Lord,
Who broke the Fowler's curfed Snare,

: Who fav'd us from the murd'ring Swoiv?,

\

And made our Lives and Souls his Care

!

;
Our Help is in Jehovah's Name,
Vv ho form'd the Earth and built the Skies,

lie that upholds that wondrous Frame,
Guards his own Church with watchful Eyes.

PSALM CXXV. Common Metre.

The Saints Trial and Safety.

Nshaken as the facredHill,u And firm as Mountains be,

Firm as a Rock the Soul ihall reit

That leans, O Lord, on Thee.

Not Walls nor Hills could guard fo well

Old Salem's happy Ground,
As thofe eternal Arms of Love
That^v'ry Saint furround.
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3 While Tyrants are a fmnrting Scourge

To drive them rrar to God,
Divine Compaffiou does allay

The Fury of the Rod.

4 Deal gently, Lord, with Souls fincere,

And lead them fafely on,

To the bright Gates of Paradife,

Where Chr i st their Lord is gone.

5 But if we trace thofe crooked Ways
That the old Serpent drew,

The Wrath that drove him firft to Hell,

Shall finite his Followers too.

PSALM CXXV. Short Metre.

The Saints Trial and Safety: or, Moderated

Aff.i:.

.

1 "C^IRM and unrr.ov'd are they

JT That reft their Souls on God;
Firm as the Mount where David dwelt*

Or where the Ark abode.

2 As Mountains flood to guard

The City's facr?d Ground,

So God, and his Almighty Love,,

Embrace his Saints around.

3 What tho* a Father's Rod
Drop a chaftifing Stroke,

Yet, left it wound their Souls too deep,

Its Fury fnall be broke.

4 Dpal gently, Lord, with thofe

Whofe Faith and pious Tear,

Whofe Hope and Love, and ev'ry Grace,.

Proclaim their Hear:s fincere.
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5 Nor mall the Tyrant's Rage-

Too long opprefs the Saint;

The God of Ifr'el will fupport

His Children, left they faint.

6 But if our flavifh Fear

Will choofe the Road to Hell,

We muiV expect, our Portion there,.

Where bolder Sinners dwell.

PSALM CXXVI. Long Metre.

Surprijing Deliverance.
'

1 IITHENGod reftor'd our captive State,

V V Joy was our Song, and Grace our Theme $

The Grace beyond our Hopes fo great,

That Joy appear'd a painted Dream.

2 The'Scoiter owns thy Hand, and pays

Unwilling Honours to thy Name ;

While we with Pleafure fhout thy Praife,

With cheerful Notes thy Love proclaim*

$ When we review'd our difmal Fears,

'Twas hard to think they vaninYd fo;

With God we left our flowing Tears,

He makes our joys like Rivers flow.

4 The Man that in his furrow'd Field,

His fcatter'd Seed with Sad'nefs leaves,

j

Will fhout to fee the Harveft yield

i A welcome Load of joyful Sheaves.

PSALM CXXVI. Common Metre.

I the Joy ofa remarkable' Converjion: or, Melancholy

removed*

t"TT7HENGoD reveal'd his gracious Name,
VV And chang'd my mournful State,,

My Rapture feemM a pleafing Dream,.

The Grace appear'd fo great.
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2 The World beheld the glorious Change,

And did thy Hand con

My Tongue broke out in unknown Strain?,

And fung furprifing Grace;

3 " Great is the Work," my Neighbours cry'd,

And own'd the Pow'r divine ;

" Great is I my Heart reply'd,

" And be the Glory thine."

4 The Lord can clear the darkeft Skies,

Can give us Day for Night;
Make Drops of {acred Sorrow rjfc

To Rivers of Delight.

5 Let thofe that fow in Sadaefr, wait

Till the fair Harveil come,
They mail confels their Sheaves are gre if,

And Ihout the Bleflings Home.

6 Tho' Seed lie bury'd long in Dud,
It (han't deceive their Hope!

The precious Grain
For Grace infures tl:e Crop.

psalm cx;:vn. L

The Blejing ofGoD on the B:i rmsfs and Com/arts of

Life.

i 7 F God fecceed nor, all the Co£
A And Pains to build th c toft;

If God the City will nc;

The watchful Guards as well mav fl

2 What tho* you rife before the Sun.

And work and toil when Day is dcn*
3

Careful and fparing eat your Bread,

To fhun that Poverty you dread;
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'Tis all in vain, till God hath bleft;

He can make rich, yet give us Reft:

Children and Friends are Blefiings too,

If God our Sov'reign make them fo.

Happy the Man to whom he fends

Obedient Children, faithful Friends?

How fweet our daily Comforts prove,

When thy are feafon'd with his Love I

PSALM CXXVII. Common Metre.'

God all in all.

IF God to build the Houfe deny,

The Builders work in vain

;

And Towns, without his wakeful Eye,

An ufelefs Watch maintain

;

Before the Morning Beams arife,

Your painful Work renew,

And, till the Stars afcend the Skies,

Your tirefome Toil purfue ;

Short be your Sleep, and coarfe your Fare 9

In vain, till God has bleft ;

But if his Smiles attend your Care,

You fhall have Food and Reft.

Nor Children, Relatives, nor Friends,

Shall real Bleilings prove,

Nor all the earthly Joys he fends,

If fent without his Love.

PSALM CXXVIII.

Family BleJJings.

/~V Happy Man, vvhofe Soul is fill'd

' \J With Zeal and rev'rend Awe \

His Lips to God their Honours yield,

His Life adorns the Law.
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2 A careful Providence (hall ftand,

And ever guard thy II

Shall on the Labours of thy Hand
Its kindly Blellings fhed.

3 Thy Wife (hall be a fruitful Vine;
Thy Children round thy Board,

Each J ike I Plant of Honour fliine,

And learn to fear the Lord.

4 The Lord mall thy bed Hopes fulfil

Months and Years to come;
The Lord who dwells on Zion's Hill,

Shall fend thee Bleflings Home.

5 This is the Man whofe happy Eyes
Shall fee his Hoafe increafe,

Shall fee the finking Church arife,

Then leave the World in Peace.

PSALM CXXIX.

Perfecutors punijbed.

1 T7P from my Youth, may Ifr'el fay,
' LJ Have 1 been nurs'd in Tears ;

My Griefs were conltant as the Day,
And tedious as the Years.

2 Up from my Youth I bore the Rage
Of all the Sons of Strife

;

Oft they aflaiPd my riper Age,
But not deftroy'd my Life.

3 Their cruel Plough had torn my Flelh

With Furrows long and deep,

Hourly they vex'd my Wounds afrefli,

Nor let my Sorrows fleep.

4 The Lord grew angry on his Throne,

And with impartial Eye
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Meafur'd the Mifchiefs they had done,

Then let his Arrows fly.

How was their Infolence furpriz'd

To hear his Thunders roll!

And all the Foes of Zion iViz'd

With Horror to the Soul ?

Thus {hall the Men that hate the Saints,

Be blafted from the Sky ;

Their Glory fades, their Courage faints,

And all their Projects die.

f [What tho' they flouriih tall and fair,

They have no Root beneath

;

Their Growth fhall perifh in Defpair,

And lie defpis'd in Death.]

I [So Corn that on the Houfe-top ftands,

No Hope of Harveft gives ;

The Reaper ne'er fhall fill his Hands,
Nor Binder fold the Sheaves

:

) It fprings and withers on the Place;

No Traveller bellows

A Word of Bleffing on the Grafs,

Nor minds it as he goes.]

PSALM CXXX. Common Metre.

Pardoning Grace.

OU T of the Deeps of long Diftrefs,

The Borders of Defpair,

J fent my Cries to feek thy Grace,
My Groans to move thine Ear.

t Great God ! mould thy feverer Eye,
And thine impartial Hand,

Mark and revenge Iniquity,

No mortal Flefh could ftand.
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3 But there are Pardons with my God

For Crimes of high Degree ;

Thy Son hath bought them with his Blood,
To draw us near to Thee.

4 [I wait for thy Salvation, Lord,
!

;cs I wait;
My Soul, iaviied by thy Word,

Stands watching at thy Gate.]

5 [Juft ai the Guards that keep the Night
Long for the Morning-Skies,

Watch the firil Beams of breaking Light,
And meet them with their Eyes:

6 So wail . my Soul to fee thy Grace;
And more intent than they,

the firft Op'nings of thy Face,
And finds a brighter Day ]

7 [Then in the Lord let Ifr'el truft,

Let Ifjr'el feck his Face;
The Lord is good as well as juft,

And plenteous in his Grace.

S There's full Redemption at his Throne
For Sinners long enflav'd

;

The great Redeemer is his Son,

And IfrVl lhall be fav'd ]

PSALM CXXX. Long Metre.

Pardoning Grace.

1 T^ROM deep Diftrcfs and troubled Thought
Jl To Thee, my God, I rais'd my (

If thou feverely mark our Faults,

No Flefh can Hand before thine Eyes.

2 But thou haft built thy Throne of Grace..

Free to difpenfc thy Pardons there.
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That Sinners may approach thy Face,
And hope, and love, as well as fear.

As the benighted Pilgrims wait,

And long, and wifh for breaking Day,
So waits my Soul before thy Gate;
When will my God his Face difplay?

My Truft is fixM upon thy Word
Nor (hall 1 truft thy Words in vain :

Let Mourning Souls addrefs the Lord,
And find Relief from all their Pain.

Great is his Love, and large his Grace,

Thro' the Redemption of his Son:
He turns our Feet from finful Ways,
And pardons what our Hands have done,

PSALM CXXXI.

Humility and SubmiJJion.

IS there Ambition in my Heart >

Search, gracious God, and fee

;

Or do I aft a haughty Part r

Lord, I appeal to Thee.

t charge my Thoughts, Be humble ftill,

And all my Carriage mild ;

Content, my Father, with thy Will,

j

And quiet as a Child.

The patient Soul, the lowly Mind,
1 Shall have a large Reward

:

.et Saints in Sorrow lie refign'd,

And truft a faithful Lord.
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PSALM CXXXII. 5,13— ! 8. Long Mel

4t the Settlement ofa Church: or, The Ordination
i

a Minifter.

1 T T 7 HER E (hall we go to feek, and find

V V An Habitation for our God,
A Dwelling for th' eternnl Mind,
Amongit the Sons of Flefh and Blood ?

2 The Gon of Jacob chofe the Hill

Of Zion for his ancient Reft;

And / i n is his Dwelling ftill,

His Church is with his Prefence bleft.

3 " Here will I fix my gracious Throne,
" And reign for ever,'* faith the Lord;
" Here fhall my Pow'r and Love be known,
•' And Bleffings fhall attend my Word.

4 tl Here will I meet the hungry Poor,
" And fill their Souls with living bread :

" Sinners that wait before my Door,
" With fweet Provifion fhall be fed.

5 " Girded with Truth, and cloth'd with Grace
" My Priefts, my Minifters fhall fhine

;

" Not Aaron in his coflly Drofs
" Made an Appearance fo divine.

6 " The Saints, unable to contain
" Their inward Joys, fhall fhout and fing ;

" The Son of David here fhall reign,
*' And Zion triumph in her King.

7 " Jesus fhall fee a num'rous Seed

f Born here t' uphold his glorious Name;
" His Crown fhail flourifh on his Head,
" While all his Foes are cloth'd with Shame."]
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5ALM CXXXII. 4, 5, 7, 8, 15—17. Cora. Metre.

A Church efiabliJheJ.

[IVT O Sleep nor Slumber to his Eyes

JlN Good David would afford,

Till he had found below the Skies

A Dwelling for the Lord. /.

The Lord in Zion plac'd his Name,
His Ark was fettled there :

To Zion the whole Nation came

To worfhip thrice a Year.

But we have no fuch Lengths to go,

Nor wander far abroad ;

,

Where'er thy Saints a {Terrible now,
There is a Houfe for God.]

Pause.

Arife, O King of Grace, arife,

And enter to thy Reft

!

Lo ! thy Church waits with longing Eyes,

Thus to be own'd and bleft.

Enter with all thy glorious Train,

Thy Spirit and thy Word ;

All that the Ark did once contain,

Could no fuch Grace afford.

Here, mighty God ! accept our Vows,
Here let thy Praife be fpread;

Blefs the Provifions of thy Houfe,
And fill thy Poor with Bread;

Here let the Son of David reign;

Let God's Anointed fhine ;

Juftice and Truth his Court maintain,

With Love and Power divine.
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3 Here let him hold a lading Throne,
And as his Kingdom grows,

Frefh Honours fhail adorn his Crown,
And Shame confound Mis Foes.

P S AX M C:\XXLir. Common Me:rt.

Brotherly Love.

1 T O, what an entertaining Sight

JL* Are Brethren that agree,

Brethren, whofe cheerful Hearts unite

In Bands of Piety !

2 When Streams cf Love from ChRi st the Spring

Defcend to ev'ry Soul,

And heav'nly Peace, with balmy Wing,
Shades and bedews the Whole

:

3 'Tis like the Oil divinely fweet

On Aaron's rev'rend Head,
The trickling Drops perfum'd his Feet,

And o'er his Garments fpiead.

4 'Tis pleafent as the Morning-Dews
That fall on Zion's Hill,

Where God his mildeft Glory mews,
And makes his Grace diftil.

PSALM CXXXIII. Short Metre.

Communion ofSaints : or, Love andlVorJhip in a Family.

(LEST are the Sons of Peace,B 1

Whofe Hearts and Hopes are one,

Whofe kind Defigns to ferve and pleafe,

Thro' all their Aflions run.

Bleft is the pious Houfe
Where Zeal and Friendfhip meet,

Their Songs of Praife, their mingled Vows,
Make their Communion fwcet. 3 Thu:
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j Thus when en Aaron's Head
They pour'd the rich Perfume,

The Oil thro' all his Raiment fpread,

And Pleafure rlU'd the Room.

4 Thus on the heav'nly Hills

The Saints are bleft above,

Where Joy like Morning Dew diftils,

And all the Air is Love.

PSALM CXXXIIT. As the izzd Pfalm.

The Blefling ofFriend/hip.

OW pleafant 'tis to fee

Kindred and Friends agree,

Each in their proper Stations move,
And each fulfil their Part

With fympathifing Heart,

In all the Cares of Life and Love I

2 'Ti$ like the Ointment fried

On Aaron's facred Head,
Divinely rich, divinely fweet:

The Oil thro' all the Room
Diffus'd a choice Perfume,

Ran thro' his Robes, and bleft his Feet.

.3 Like fruitful Show'rs of Rain
That water all the Plain,

Defcending from the neighb'ring Hills;

Such Streams of Pleafure roll

Thro* ev'ry friendly Soul,

Where Love like heav'nly Dew diftils.

Repeat tbefirfi Stanza to complete the Tune*

PSALM CXXXIV.
Daily and Nightly Devotion.

I "VT E that obey th' immortal King,
X Attend his hcly Place ,*

N
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Bow to the Glories of his Pow'r,
And bleb his wond'rous Grace.

2 Lift up your Hands by Morning Light,

And fend your Souls on high:

Raife your admiring Thoughts by Night
Above the Harry Sky.

3 The God of Zion cheers our Hearts,
With Rays of quick'ning Grace;

The God that fpreads the Heav'ns abroad,
And rules the fwelling Seas.

PSALM CXXXV. 1—4, 14,19-21. FirftPai

Long Metre.

'The Church is GodV Houfe and Care.

1 TJ R A I S E ye the Lord, exalt his Name,

JL While in his holy Courts ye wait;

Ye Saints that to his Houfe belong,

Or Hand attending at his Gate.

2 Praife ye the Lord; the Lo r d is good

:

To praife his Name is fweet Employ •,

Ifr'el he chofe of old, and ftill

His Church is his peculiar Joy.

3 The LoRDhimfelf will judge his Saints;

He treats his Servants as his Friends

;

And when he he^rs their fore Complaints,

Repents the. Sorrows that he fends.

4 Thro' ev'ry Age the Lord declares

His Name, and breaks th' Oppreflbr's Rod

:

He gives his fuff'ring Servants Reft,

And will be known, Hi' Almighty God.

5 Blefs ye the Lord, who tafte his Loysj
People and Priefts exalt his Name:
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Amqngft his Saints he ever dwejls

;

His Church is his Jerufalem.

5 SALM CXXXV. ver. 5—12. Second Part.

The Works of Creation, Providence, Redemption of
Ifrael, and Dejiruclion of Enemies.

GREAT is the Lord, exalted high

Above all Pow'rs, and ev'ry Throne ;

Whate'er he pleafe in Earth or Sea,

Or Heav'n, or Hell, his Hand hath done.

\ At his Command the Vapours rife,

The Lightnings flalh, the Thunders roar;

He pours the Rain, he brings the Wind
And Tempeit. from his airy Store.

'Twas he thofe dreadful Tokens fent,

O Egypt, thro' thy ftubborn Land ;

! When all thy Firft-born, Beafts and Men>
' Fell dead by his avenging Hand.

j What mighty Nations, mighty Kings
He flew, and their whole Country gave
To Ifr'el, whom his Hand redeemed,

No more to be proud Pharaoh's Slave ?

His Pow'r the fame, the fame his Grace,

That faves us from the Hofts of Hell:

And Heav'n he gives us to poffefs,

Whence thofe apoftate Angels fell.

PSALM CXXXV. Common Metre*

Praife due to God, not to Idols.

A WAKE, ye Saints, to pra'fe your King,
,XJL Your fweeteft Paffions rai&.

Your pious Pleafure while you fing

Increafing with the Praife.
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2 Great is the Lord ; and Works unknown

Are his divine Employ ;

But dill his Saints are near his Throne,
His Treafure and his Joy.

3 Heav'n, Earth, and Sea, confefs his Hand j

He bids the Vapours rife :

Light'ning and Storm ai his Command,
Sweep thro' the founding Skies.

4 All Pow'r that Gods or Kings have claim'd,

Is found with him alone

;

But Heathen Gods fhould ne'er be nam'd
Where our Jehovah's known.

5 Which of the Stocks or Stones they truft

Can give them Show'rs of Rain ?

In vain they worfhip glitt'ring Duft,

And pray to Gold in vain.

6 [Their Gods have Tongues that cannot talk,

Such as their Makers gave:

Their Feet were ne'er defign'd to walk,

Nor Hands have Pow'r to fave.

7 Blind are their Eyes, their Ears are deaf,

Nor hear when Mortals pray :

Mortals that wart for their Relief,

Are blind and deaf as they.]

8 O Britain, know the living God,
Serve him with Faith and Fear;

He makes thy Churches his Abode,
And claims thine Flonours there.

PSALM CXXXVI. Common Metre,

God'j Wonders of Creation, Providence, Redempt;

oflfrael, and Salvation ofbis People.

I V E Thanks to God the fov'reign Lor
Mercies ftill endure ;

GIVE
His
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And be the King of Kings ador'd,

His Truth is ever Tare.

I What Wonders hath his Wifdom done !

How mighty is his Hand !

1 Heav'n, Earth, and Sea, he fram'd alone

:

How wide is his Command !

The Sun fuppiies the Day with Light

;

How bright his Councils (hine !

The Moon and Stars adorn the Night

:

His Works are all divine.

I

[He ftruck the Sons of Egypt dead:

How dreadful is his Rod

!

And thence with Joy his People led :

How gracious is our God \

; He cleft the fwelling Sea in two

;

His Arm is great in Might;
f And gave the Tribes a Parage thro* ;

His Pow'r and Grace unite.

i But Pharoah's Army there he drown'd

;

How glorious are his Ways

!

And brought his Saints thro' defert Ground ;

Eternal be his Praife.

Great Monarchs fell beneath his Hand

;

Victorious is his Sword;
While Ifr'el took the promis'd Land ;

And faithful is his Word.]

He faw the Nations dead in Sin;

He felt his Pity move ;

How fad the State the World was in

!

How boundlefs was his Love !

1 He fent to fave us from our Woe*.
His Goodnefs never fails

;
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From Death and Hell, and ev'ry Foe

;

And ftill his Grace prevails.

10 Give Thanks to God the heav'nly King i

His Mercies ftill endure.

Let the whole Earth his Praifes fing

:

His Truth is ever Aire.

PSALM CXXXVI. As the 148th Pfalm

1 f^ I VE Thanks to God moft High,
VJT Th' unive?.

The fov'reign King of Kings

:

And be his Grace ador'd.

His Pow'r and Grace
Are ftill the fame ;

And let his Name
Have endlefs Praife.

1 How mighty is his Hand f

What Wonders hath he done !

He form'd the Earth and Seas,

And fpread the Heav'ns alone.

Thy Mercy, Lord,
Shall ftill endure

:

And ever fure

Abides thy Word.

3 His Wifdom fram'd the Sun,

To crown the Day with Light;

The Moon and twinkling Stars,

To cheer the darkfome Night.

His Pow'r and Grace
Arc ftili the fame ;

And let his Name
Have endlefs Praife.
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4 [He fmote the firft-born Sons,

The Flovv'r of Egypt, dead ;

And thence his chofen Tribes

With Joy and Glory led.

Thy Mercy, Lord.,

Shall Hill endure;

And ever fure

Abides thy Word.

^5 His Pow'r and lifted Rod
Cleft the Red-fea in two,

And for his People made
A wond'rous Paflage thro*.

His Pow'r and Grace
Are ftill the fame;
And let his Name
Have endlefs Praife.

jS But cruel Pharaoh there

With all his Hoft he drown'd ;

And brought his Ifr'el fafe

Thro* a long defert Ground.
Thy Mercy, Lord,
Shall ftill endure;

And ever fure

Abides thy Word.

Pau s e.

The Kings of Canaan fell

Beneath his dreadful Hand:
While his own Servants took.

Poftefnon of their Land.

His Pow'r and Grace
Are ftill the fame;
And let his Name
Have endlefs Praife ]

*4
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8 He faw the Nations lie

All perifhing in Sin,

And pity'd the fad State

The ruin'd World was in.

Thy Mercy, Lord,
Shall ftill endure;
And ever fure

Abides thy Word.

9 He fent his only Son
To fave us from our Wo?,
From Satan, Sin and Death,
And ev'ry hurtful Foe.

His Pow'r and Grace
Are ftill the fame

;

And let his Name
Have endlefs Praife.

10 Give Thanks aloud to God,
To God the heav'nly King;
And let the fpacious Earth
His Works and Glories fmg.

Thy Mercy, Lord,
Shall ftill endure;

And ever fure

Abides thy Word.

PSALM CXXXVI. Abridged. Long Metre

1 /^ I V E to cur God immortal Praife;

V_T Mercy and Truth are all his Ways

;

Wonders of Grace to God belong,

Repeat his Mercies in your Song.

2 Give to the Lord of Lords Renown,
The King of Kings with Glory crown:
His Mercies ever mail endure,

When Lords and Kings are known no more.
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3 He built the Earth, he fpread the Sky,

And fix'd the ftarry Lights on high :

Wonders jof Grace, to God belong,

Repeat his Mercies in your Song.

4 He fills the Sun with Morning Light,

He bids the Moon direct the Night:
His Mercies ever fhall endure,

When Sun and Moon fhall (Line no more.

5: The Jews he freed from Pharaoh's Hand,
And brought them to the promis'd Land:
Wonders of Grace to God belong,

Repeat his Mercies in your Song.

6 He faw the Gentiles dead in Sin,

And felt his Pity work within :

His Mercies ever fhall endure,

When Death and Sin fhall reign no more,

7 He fent his Son with Pow'r to fave

FrorrvGuilt, and Darknefs, and the Grave:
Wonders of Grace to God belong,

Repeat his Mercies in your Song.

8 Thro' this vain World he guides our Feet,

And leads us to his heav'nly Seat

;

His Mercies ever fhall endure,

, When this vain World fhall be no more.

PSALM CXXXVIIL

"Rejloring andpreferring Grace.

1 f\7[7'1TH al1 my pow '
rs of Heart and Tonga*'

VV I'll praifc my Maker in my Song:

Angels fhall hear the Notes I raife,

Approve the Song, and join the Praife.

Angels that make thy Church their Care,

Shall wilnefs my Devotion there,
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While holy Zeal direcls my Eyes
To thy fair Temple in the Skies.]

3 I'll fing thy Truth and Mercy, Lord ;

Til fing the Wonders of thy Word ;

Not all thy Works and Names below,

So much thy Pow'r ind Glory (how.

4 To God I cry'd when Troubles rofe;

He heard me, and fubdu'd my Foes

;

He did my rifing Fears controul.

And Strengh cifiWd thro' all my Soul.

5 The God of Heav'n maintains his State,

Frowns on the Proud, and Scorns the Great

;

But from his Throne defcends to fee

The Sons of humble Poverty.

6 Amidft a thoufand Snares I ftand,

Upheld and guarded by thy Hand

;

Thy Words my-fainting Soul revive,

And keep my dying Faith alive.

7 Grace will complete what Grace begins.

To Save from Sorrows or from Sins

:

Ths Work that Wifdom undertakes,

Eternal Mercy ne'er forfakes.

PSALM CXXXIX. FirftPaxt. Long Metre,

The All-feeing God.

i T O RD, thou haft fearch'd and feen me thro'

I -j Thine Eye commands with piercing View

My rifing and my relling Hours,

My Heart and I'lefti, with all their Pow'rs.

2 My Thoughts, before they are my own,

Are to my God diftinctly known ;

He knows the Words I mean to fpeak,

Ere from my op'ning Lips they break,
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Within thy circling Pow'r I Hand;.

On ev'ry Side I find thy Hand:
Awake, afleep, at home, abroad,

j

I am furrounded ftill with God.

\. Amazing Knowledge, vail and great

!

;

What large Extent .'What lofty Height \

My Soul, with all the Pow'rs I boafl,

Is in the boundlefs Profpe£t loll.

$
" O may thefe Thoughts poffefs my Breail,

' " Where'er I rove, where'er I reft

!

'* Nor let my weaker Pafixons dare
" Gonfent to Sin,, for God is there.'*

Pause I;

;6 Gould I fo falfe, fo faithlefs prove,

To quit thy Service and thy Love,
Where, Lord, could I thy Prefence fhmv

] Or from thy dreadful Glory run ?

b If up to Heav'n I take my Flight,

'Tis there thou dwell'il enthron'd in Light

;

Or dive to Hell, there Vengeance reigna,

And Satan groans beneath thy Chains.

8 If, mounted on a Morning Ray,
I fly beyond the Weilern Sea,

Thy fwifter Hand would firft arrive,

And there arreft thy Fugitive.

9 Or mould I try to fliun thy Sight

Beneath the fpreading Veil of Nigh?,
Ona Glance of thine, one piercing Ray,
Would kindle Darknefs into Day.

10 " O may thefe Thoaghts poffefs- my Breaft,.
<« Where'er I rove, where'er I reft.!
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" Nor let my weaker PafTions dare
" Confent to Sin, for God is there.

*'

Pause II.

i t The Veil of Night is no Difguife,

No Screen from thy All-fcarching Eyes;
Thy Hand can feize thy Foes as ibon

Thro' Midnight-mades, as blazing Noon.

I 2 Midnight and Noon in this agree,

Great God, they're both alike to thee ;

Not Death can hide what God will fpy,

And Hell lies naked to his Eye.

1 3 " O may thefe Thoughts pofTefs my Breaft,

" Where'er I rove, where'er I reft!

u Nor let my weaker PafTions dare
* Confent to Sin, for God is there."

PSALM CXXXIX. Second Part. Long Metre.

The wonderful Formation ofMan,

1 JHTWAS from thy Hand, my God, I came,

X A Work of fuch a curious Frame j

In me thy fearful Wonders mine,

And each proclaim thy Skill divine.

2 Thine Eyes did all my Limbs furvey,

Which yet in dark Confnfion lay;

Thou faw'ft the daily Growth they took,

Form'd by the Model of thy Book.

3 By Thee my growing Parts were nam'd,

And what thy fov'reign Counfcls fram'd,

(The breathing Lungs, the beating Heart)

Was copy'd wiih unerring Art.

4 At laft to mew my Maker's Name,
God ikmp'd his Image on my Frame,
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And in fome unknown Moment join'd

The finiQYd Members to the Mind.

; There the young Seeds of Thought began,

And all the Pafiions of the Man :

Great God, our Infant Nature pays

Immortal Tribute to thy Praife

!

Pause.
> Lord, fince in my advancing Age

J

I've acted on Life's bufy Stage,

Thy Thoughts of Love to me furmount

The Pow'r of Numbers to recount.

1 I could furvey the Ocean o'er,

And count each Sand that makes the Shore,

Before my fwifteft Thoughts could trace

The num'rous Wonders of thy Grace*

I Thefe on my Heart are Mill impreft,

;

With thefe 1 give my Eyes to reft,

' And at my waking Hour I find

God and his Love pofiefs my Mind.

j>SALM CXXXIX. Third Part. Long Metre.

\Sincerity profeffect, and Grace tried: or, The Heart-

fearching God.

!i A /i Y God, what inward Grief I feel

1
!Vi When impious Men tranfgrefs thy Will I

* I mourn to hear their Lips profane,

Take thy tremendous Name in vain.

2 Does not my Soul deteft and hate

The Sons of Malice and Deceit?

Thofe that oppofe thy Laws and Thee,,

I count them Enemies to me.

!j Lord, fearch my Soul, try ev'ry Though t|

Tho' my own Heart aecufe me noi
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Of walking*in a frilfe Difguife,

1 beg the 1 : Eyes.

4 Doth fecrct Mischief lurk within?

Do I indulge lome unknown Sin ?

turn my Feet whene'er 1 fti

I lead me in thy perfect Way.

PSALM CXXXIX. FirflPart. Common Metre.

God is every nvbere.

1 T N all my vaft Concerns with Thee,
1 In vain my Soul would try

To fhnn thy Prefence, Lord, or flee

The Notice of thine Eye.

2 Thy all-furroundirg Sight furveys

.V.fmg and my Reft,

My public Walks, my private Ways,
And Secrets of my Breaft.

3 My Thonghtslie open to the Lord,
Before they're fbrm'd within ;

And ere my Lips pronounce the Word,
He knows the Senfe I mean.

4 G wond'rous Knowledge, deep and high !

Where can a Creature hide?

Within thy circling Arms I lie,

Befet on ev'ry Side.

5 So let thy Grace furrcund me Hill,.

And like a Bulwark prove,

To guard my Soul from ev'ry 111,

Secur'd by fov 'reign Love.

Pause.

6 Lord, where (hall guilty Souls rcths,.

Forgotten and unknown?
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In Hell they meet thy dreadful Fire,

In Heav'n thy glorious Throne.

1 Should I fupprefs my vital Breath,

To Tcape the Wrath divine.

Thy Voice would break the Ears of Death,
And make the Grave refign.

.8 If, wing'd with Beam3 of Morning-Light,
I fly beyond the Weft,

Thy Hand, which mull iupport my Flight,

Wou'd foon betray my Reft.

p If o'er my Sins I think to draw
The Curtains of the Night,

Thole flaming Eyes that guard thy Law
Wou'd turn the Shades to Light,

10 "The Beams of Noon, the Midnight Hour^
Are both alike to Thee :

O may I ne'er provoke that Pow'r
From which I cannot flee.

;

PSALM CXXXIX.. Second Part. Common Metre;

The Wijdom of God in the Tormation ofMan.

1 "T X 7 HE N I with pleafing Wonder ftand,

V V And all my Frame furvey,

Lord, 'tis thy Work ; I own thy Hand
Thus built my humble Clay.

2 Thy Hand my Heart and Reins pcfTeft,

Where unborn Nature grew ;

Thy Wifdom all my Features trac'd,

And all my Members drew.

£ Thine Eye with niceft Care furvey 'd

The Growth of ev'ry Part;

j

Till the whole Scheme thy Thoughts had laid.,

Was copy'd by thy Art.
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4 Heav'n, Earth, and Sea, and Fire, and Wind,
Shew me thy wond'rous Skill

;

But 1 review my fell" an I find

Diviner Wonders Hill.

5 Thy awful Glories ro.:nd me mine,.

My Flefh proclaims thy Praife ;

Lord, to thy A orks of Nature join

Thy Miracles of Grace.

PSALM CXXXIX. 11,17, 1 8. Third Part

Common Metre.

The Mercies ofGod innumerable.

An Evening Pfalm.

i T O R D, when I count thy Mercies o'er,

JLi They itrike me with Surprife ;

Not all the Sands that fpread the Shore
To equal Numbers rile.

2 My Flefh with Fear and Wonder Hands,

The Product of thy Skill;

And hourly Blefiings from thy Hands
Thy Thoughts of Love reveal.

3 Thefe on my Heart by Night I keep

;

How kind, how dear to me

!

O may the Hour that ends my Sleep,

StiU find my Thoughts with Thee.

PSALM CXLI. ver. 2—5.

Watchfulnefs and Brotherly Reproof.

A. Morning or Evening Pfalm.

1 A /T Y God, accept my early Vows,
IV1 Like Morning Incenfe in thine Houfe \

And let my Nightly Worfhip rife,

Sweet as tiie Ev'ning Sacrifice*
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I Watch o'er my Lips, and guard them, Lord,

I From ev'ry ra(h and heedlefs Word;
I Nor let my Feet incline to tread

I The guilty Path where Sinners lead.

I O may the Righteous, when I flray,

I Smite, and reprove my wand'ring Way !

[
Their gentle Words, like Ointment fried,

I Shall never bruife, but cheer my Head.

[
. When I behold them preft with Grief,

I'll cry to Heav'n for their Relief;

And by my warm Petitions prove

How much I prize their faithful Love*

PSALM CXLIL

God is the Hope ofthe Helplefs*

v
rT", God I made my Sorrows known>
A From God I fought relief;

In long Complaints before his Throne
I pbur'd out all my Grief.

2 My S< ul was overwhelm'd with Woes,
My Heart began to break ;

My God, who all my Burdens knows,
He knows the Way I take.

I3 On ev'ry Side I caft mine Eye,

And found my Helpers gone;

While Fj lends and Strangers pafs'd me by
Neglected or unknown.

.4 Then did I raife a louder Cry,
And call'd thy Mercy near:

" Thou art my Portion when I die,

" Be thou my Refuge here

:

5 Lord, I am brought exceeding low,

Now let thine Ear attend,
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And make my Foes who vex me know,
I've an Almighty Friend.

6 From my fad Prifon fet me free 9

Then (hall : \>.me;
And holy Men mall join with me,
Thy Kindnefs to proclaim.

PSALM CXLIIL

Complaint ofheavy Afflicliom in Mind and Body.

i \ /? Y righteous judge, my gracious God !

IV1 Hear when I fpread my Hands abroad,

And cry for Succour from thy Throne;
make thy Truth and Mercy known !

2 Let Judgment not againft me pafs;

Behold thy Servant pleads thy Grace :

Should Juftice call us to thy Bar,

No Man alive is guiklefs there.

3 Look down in Pity, LokD, and fee

The mighty Woes that burden me :

Doun to the Dufl my Life is brought,
Like one long bury'd and forgot.

4 I dwell in Darknefs and unfeen ;

My Heart is defolate within;
My Thoughts in mufing Silence trace

The ancient Wonders of thy Grace.

5 Thence I derive a Gh'mpfe of Hope,
To bear my finking Spirits up ;

1 ftretch my Hands to God again,

Ar.d thirir. like parched Lands for Rain.

6 For thee I thirft, I pny, I mourn

;

When will thy fmiling Face return?
Shall all my Joys on Earth remove,
And God for ever hide his Love ?
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My God, thy long Delay to fave,

Will fink thy Pris'ner to the Grave ;

My Heart grows faint, and dim mine Eye?

Make hafle to help before I die.

The Night is witnefs to my Tears,

DiftrefTing Pains, diftreffing Fears;

might I hear thy Morning Voice,

How would my weary'd Pow'rs rejoice!

In Thee I truft, 'to Thee I figh,

And lift my heavy Soul on High ;

For Thee fit waiting all the Day,

And wear the tirefome Flours away.

Break off my Fetters, Lord, and mow
Which is the Path my Feet mould go ;

If Snares and Foes befet the Road,
1 flee to hide me near my God.

1 Teach me to do thy holy Will,

And lead me to thy heav'nly Hill;

Let the good Spirit of thy Love
Conduct me to thy Courts above.

2 Then mall my Soul no more complain,

The Tempter then fhall rage in vain ;

And Flefh that was my Foe before,

I

Shall never vex my Spirit more.

PSALM CXLIV. FirftPart. ver. 1,2.

JJJiJiance andVtSiory in the fpiritual Warfare*

1 T70R ever bleffed be the Lord,
Jl My Saviour and my Shield

;

He fends his Spirit with his Word,
To arm me for the Field.

2 When Sin and Hell their Force unite 3

He makes my Soul his Care,



3oo PSALM CXL1V.

Inftructs mc to the heav'nly Fight,

And guardi me thro' the War.

3 A J-'riend and Helper fo divine,

Does my weak Courage raife;

He makes the glorious Yi&'ry mine,
And his fli all be the Praife.

PSALM CXL1V. Second Part. ver. 3-6.

The Vanity ofMan and Condefcenfion ofGod.

1 T OR D, what is Man, poor feeble Man!
I j Born of the Earth at firft !

His Life a Shadow, light and vain,

Still hait/ning to the Dull.

2 O what is feeble dying Man,
Or any of his Race!

That God fhould make it his Concern
To vifit him with Grace !

3 That God, who darts his Lightnings down,
Who makes the Worlds above,

And Mountains tremble at his Frown,
How wond'rous is his Love

!

PSALM CXLIV. ThirdPart. ver. 12-15.

Grace above Riches: or, The happy Na:

1 TJAPPY the City, where their Sons,

JLl Like Pillars round a Palace fet,

And Daughters, bright as polifh'd Stones,

Give Strength and Beauty to the State.

2 Happy the Country, where the Sheep,

Cattle, and Corn have large Increafe

;

Where Men securely work or fleep,

Nor Sons of Plunder break their Peace.

3 Happy the Nation thus endow'd.

But more divinely bieft are thofe
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On whom the All-fufficient God,
Himfelf with all his Grace beftows.

PSALM CXLIV. Long Metre,

The Greatnefs of God.

MY God, my King, thy various Praife

Shall fill the Remnant of my Days:

; Thy Grace employ my humble Tongue,
Till Death and Glory raife the Song.

i The Wings of ev'ry Hour fhall bear

Some thankful Tribute to thine Ear;

And ev'ry letting Sun {hall fee

New Works of Duty done for Thee.

\ Thy Truth and Juftice I'll proclaim ;

Thy Bounty flows, an endlefs Stream ;

Thy Mercy fwift, thine Anger flow,

But dreadful to the ftubborn Foe.

If.
Thy Works with fov'reign Glory Aline*

And fpeak thy Majefty divine;

Let Britain round her Shores proclaim
i The Sound and Honour of thy Name.

Ij Let diftant Times and Nations raife

The long Succeflion of thy Praife

:

1
And unborn Ages make my Song

; The Joy and Labour of their Tongue.

3 But who can fpeak thy wond'rous Deeds?
; Thy Greatnefs all our Thoughts exceeds

;

I

Vaft and unfearchable thy Ways

!

Vaft and immortal be thy Praife

!

PSALM CXLV. 1—7, 1 1— 13. Firfl Part*

The Greatnefs of God.

1 T O N G as I live I'll blefs thy Name,
JLrf My King, my God of Love ;
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My Work and Joy fhall be the fame,

In the bright World above.

2 Great is the Lord, his Pow'r unknown,
And let his Praife be great

:

I'll fmg the Honours of thy Throne,
Thy Works of Grace repeat.

3 Thy Grace (hall dwell upon my Tongue;
And while my Lips rejoice,

The Men that hear my facred Song
Shall join their cheerful Voice.

4 Fathers to Sons fhall teach thy Name,
And Children learn thy Ways;

Ages to come thy Truth proclaim,

And Nations found thy Praife.

5 Thy glorious Deeds of ancient Date,

Shall thro' the World be known ;

Thine Arm of Pow'r, thy heav'nly State,

With public Splendor mown.

6 The World is manag'd by thy Hands,

Thy Saints are rul'd by Love ;

And thine eternal Kingdom (lands,

Tho' Rocks and Hills remove.

PSALM CXLV. Second Part. ver. 7, i~\-

The Goodnefs of God.

I Q W E E T is the MenVry of thy Grace,

C} My God, my heav'nly King !

Let Age to Age thy Righteoufnefs

In Sounds of Glory fing.

j God reigns on high, but not confine?

His Goodnefs to the Skies

;

Thro' the whole Earth his Bounty 01106%

And ev'ry Want fupplies.
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3 With longing Eyes thy Creatures wait
On thee for daily Food,

Thy lib'ral Hand provides their Meat,
And fills their Mouths with Good.

4 How kind are thy Companions, Lord !

How flow thine Anger moves

!

But foon he fends his pard'ning Word,
To cheer the Souls he loves.

; Creatures, with all their endlefs Race,
Thy Pow'r and Praife proclaim ;

But Saints that tafte thy richer Grace,
Delight to blefs thy Name.

? S A L M CXLV. ver, 14, 17, Qftj Third Pare*

Mercy to Sufferers: or, God bearing Prayer.'

LE T ev'ry Tongue thy Goodnefs fpeak,
ThoU fov'reign Lord of all

:

Thy ftrength'ning Hands uphold the Weak
And raife the Poor that fall.

» When Sorrows bow the Spirit down ;

Or Virtue lies diftreft

Beneath fome proud OpprefTor's Frown,
Thou giv'ft the Mourners Refh

The Lord fupports our tott'ring Days,
And guides our giddy Youth :

Holy and Jufl are all his Ways,
And all his Words are Truth.

He knows the Pain his Servants feel,

He hears his Children cry,

And their bell Wifhes to fulfil

His Grace is ever nigh.

His Mercy never fhall remove
From Men of Heart fincere 5
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He faves the Souls whofe humble Love
Is join'd with holy Fear.

5 [His ftubborn Foes his Sword fhall flay,

And pierce their Hearts with Pain ;

But none that ferve the Lord fhall fay,

" They fought his Aid in vain."]

7 [My Lips fhall dwell upon his Praifc,

And fpread his Fame abroad:

Let all the Sons of Adam raife

The Honours of their God.]

PSALM CXLVI. Long Metre.

Fraife to God for bis Goodnefs and Truth,

use ye the Lord, my Heart fhall joinPRai
In Work fo pleafant, fo divine;

Now while the Flefh is mine Abode,
And when my Soul afcends to God.

2 Praife (hall employ my nobleft Pow'rs,

While Immortality endures

:

My Days of Praife fiiall ne'er be paft,

While Life, and Thought, and Being laft.

3 Why fhould I make a Man my Trull?

Princes mull die and turn to Dull

;

Their Breath departs, their Pomp and Pow'r

And Thoughts all vanifh in an Hour.

4 Happy the Man, whofe Hopes rely

On llr'el's God; He made the Sky,

And Earth, and Seas, with all their Train;

And none mail find his Promife vain.

His Truth for ever (lands fecure :

He faves th' Oppreft, he feeds the Poor

;

He fends the lab'ring Confcience Peace,

Aivd grants the Pris'ner fweec Rcleafe.

6 Th

5
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i The Lord hath Eyes to give the Blind:

The Lord fupports the finking Mind

;

He helps the Stranger in Diftrefs,

The Widow and the Fatherlefs.

f He loves his Saints, he knows them well,

But turns the Wicked down to Hell

:

Thy God, O Zion, ever reigns

;

Praife him in everlafting Strains.

PSALM CXLVI. As the cxiiith Pfalm.

Praife to GO D for his Goodnefs and Truth,

LL praife my Maker with my Breath;

I And when my Voice is loft in Death,
Praife ihall employ my nobler Pow'rs

:

My Days of Praife ihall ne'er be paft,

While Life, and Thought, and Being laft,

Or Immortality endures.

. Why mould I make a Man my Truft ?

. Princes mull die and turn to Duft :

Vain is the Help of Flefh and Blood ;

Their Breath departs, their Pomp and Pow'r,
! And Thoughts all vanifh in an Hour ;

Nor can they make their Promife good.

! Happy the Man whofe Hopes rely

1 On Ifr'ePs God : He made the Sky,

And Earth, and Seas, with all their Train

:

His Truth for ever ftands fecure

:

He faves th* Oppreft, he feeds the Poor

;

And none Ihall find his Promife vain.

The Lord hath Eyes to give the Blind

;

The Lord fupports the finking Mind ;

He fends the laboring Confcience Peace ;

iHe helps the Stranger in Diftrefs,

The Widow and the Fatherlefs,

And grants the Prisoner fweet Releafe.

O
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5 He loves his Saints, he knows them well,

But turns the Wicked down to Hell

:

Thy God, O Zion, ever reigns

;

Let ev'ry Tongue, let ev'ry Age,
In this exalted Work engage ;

Praife him in everlafting Strains.

6 I'll praife him while he lends me Breath,

And when my Voice is loft in Death,

Praife fhall employ my nobler Pow'rs :

My Days of Praife fhall ne'er be paft,

While Life, and Thought, and Being laft, •

Or Immortality endures.

PSALM CXLVIL Firft Part.

^he Divine Nature, Providence, and Grace,

1 "praife ye the Lord ; 'tis good to raife

X Our Hearts and Voices in his Praife :

His Nature and his Works invite

To make this Duty our Delight.

2 The Lord builds up Jerufalem,

And gathers Nations to his Name

:

His Mercy melts the ftubborn Soul,

And makes the broken Spirit whole.

3 He form'd the Stars, thofe heav'nly Flames

;

He counts their Numbers, calls their Names

;

His Wifdom's vaft, and knows no Bound,

A Deep where all our Thoughts are drown'd.

4 Great is our Lord, and great his Might

:

And all his Glories infinite.

He crowns the Meek, rewards the Juft,

And treads the Wicked to the Duft.

Pause.
5 Sing to the Lord, exalt him high,

Who fpreads his Clouds all round the Sky;
There he prepares the fruitful Rain,

Ncr lets the Drops defcend in vain,
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6 He makes the Grafs the Hills adorn,

And clothes the fmiling Fields with Corn

:

The Beafts with Food his Hands fupply,

And the young Ravens when they cry.

7 What is the Creature's Skill or Force ?

The fprightly Man, the warlike Horfe,

The nimble Wit, the a£tive Limb ?

All are too mean Delights for him.

8 But Saints are lovely in his Sight

:

He views his Children with Delight:

He fees their Hope, he knows their Fear,

And looks, and loves his Image there.

PSALM CXLVII. Second Part.

Summer and Winter*

A Song for Great Britain.

I y"N Britain, praife thy mighty God,

\J And make his Honours known abroad

;

He bids the Ocean round thee flow ;

Not Bars of Brafs could guard thee fo.

-2 Thy Children are fecure and bleft

;

Thy Shores have Peace, thy Cities Reft ;

He feeds thy Sons with fined Wheat,
And adds his Blefling to their Meat.

3 Thy changing Seafons he ordains,

Thine early and thy latter Rains

:

His Flakes of Snow like Wool he fends,

And thus the fpringing Corn defends,

4 With hoary Froft he ftrews the Ground;
His Hail defcends with clatfring Sound

:

Where is the Man fo vainly bold,

That dares defy his dreadful Cold >

5 He bids the Southern Breezes blow

:

The Ice diilolves, the Waters flow :

But he hath nobler WT

orks and Ways,
To call the Britons to his Praife,
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6 To all the Ifle his Laws are ftiown ;

His Gofpel through the Nation known

:

He hath not thus reveal'd his Word
To ev'ry Land : Praife ye the Lord.

PSALM CXLVII. 7-9,13-18. CommonMetre.

The Seafons of the Tear.

1 T X 7TTH Songs and Honours founding loud,

V V Addrefs the Lord on high ;

Over the Heav'ns he fpreads his Cloud,
And Waters veil the Sky.

2 He fends his Show'rs of Blehlngs down
To cheer the Plains below ;

He makes the Grafs the Mountains crown,
And Corn in Valleys grow.

3 He gives the grazing Ox his Meat

;

He hears the Ravens cry :

But Man who taftes his fineft Wheat,
Should raife his Honours high.

4 His fleady Counfels change the Face
Of the declining Year;

He bids the Sun cut fhort his Race,

And winfry Days appear.

5 His hoary Froft, his fleecy Snow,
Defcend and clothe the Ground ;

The liquid Streams forbear to flow,

In icy Fetters bound.

6 When from his dreadful Stores on high

He pours the rattling Hail,

Th 2 Wretch that dares his God defy,

Shall find nis Courage fail

7 He fends h.s Word and melts the Snow i]

Tne Fields no longer mourn :

Hr alii rhe wa;mer Gales to blow,

ad bias the Spring return.
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8 The changing Wind, the flying Cloud,
Obey his mighty Word

:

With Songs and Honours founding loud,

Praife ye the fov'reign Lord.

PSALM CXLVIII. Proper Metre.

Praife to GO D from all Creatures,

1 "VT" E Tribes of Adam join

X With Heav'n and Earth and Seas,

And offer Notes divine

To your Creator's Praife.

Ye holy Throng
Of Angels bright

In Worlds of Light

Begin the Song.

2 Thou Sun with dazzling Rays,
And Moon that rules the Night,
Shine to your Maker's Praife,

With Stars of twinkling Light.

His Pow'r declare,

Ye Floods on high,

And Clouds that fly

In empty Air.

3 The fhining Worlds above
In glorious Order tfand,

Or in fwift Courfes move
By his fupreme Command.
He fpake the Word,
And all their Frame
From Nothing came
To praife the Lord.

4 He mov'd their mighty Wheels
In unknown Ages pafl

:

And each his Word fulfils

While Time and Nature lail.

o 3
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In difTrent Ways
Works proclaim

Hi* wond'rous Name,
And fpcak his Praifc.

Pause.
5 Let all the Earth-born Race,

And Monfters of the Deep,
'/'he Fifh that cleave the

Or in their Bofom fk-ep

;

From Sea and Shore

Their Tribute pay,

And Hill difplay

Their Maker's Pow'r.

6 Ye Vapours, Hail and Snow,
Praife ye th' Almighty Lord,
And flormy Winds that blow,

To execute his Word.
When Lightnings mine,

Or Thunders roar,

Let Earth adore

His Hand divine.

7 Ye Mountains near the Skies,

With lofty Cedars there,

And Trees of humbler Size,

That Fruit in plenty bear;

Beafts wild and tame,

Birds, Flies, and Worms,
In various Forms,

Exalt his Name.

8 Ye Kings and Judges fear

The Lord, the fov'reign King;
And while you rule us here,

His heav'nly Honours fing.

Nor let the Dream
Of Pow'r and State,

Make you forget

His Pow'r fupreme.
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9 Virgins and Youth engage
To found his Praife divine,

While Infancy and Age
Their feebler Voices join.

Wide as he reigns

His Name be fung

By ev'ry Tongue
In endlefs Strains.

10 Let all the Nations fear

The God that rules above 5

He brings his People near,

And makes them tafte his Love.
While Earth and Sky
Attempt his Praife,

His Saints fhall raife

His Honours high.

PSALM CXLVIII. Paraphrafed. Long Metre.

Univerfal Praife to GOD.
1 T OUD Hallelujahs to the Lord,
L4 From diftant Worlds where Creatures dwell,

Let Heav'n begin the folemn Word,
And found it dreadful down to Hell.

Note, This Pfalm may befung to the Tune of the old

cxiith or cxxviith Pfalm, if thefe two Lines be

added to every Stanza, namely,

Each of his Works his Name difplays,

But they can ne'er fulfil his Praife.

Othernuife it mufi he fung to the ufuul Tunes of the

Long Metre.

2 The Lord ! how abfolute he reigns ?

Let ev'ry Angel bend the Knee

;

Sing of his Love in heav'nly Strains,

And fpeak how fierce his Terrors be.

o 4
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3 High en a Throne his Glories dwell,

An awful Throne of mining Blifs !

Fly thro' the World, O Sun, and tell

How dark thy Beams compared to his.

4 Awake, ye Tempefh, and his Fame
In Sounds of dreadful Praife declare ;

And the fweet Whifper of his Name
Fill ev'ry gentler Breeze of Air.

5 Let Clouds, and Winds, and Waves agree,

To join their Praife with blazing Fire;

Let the firm Earth, and rolling Sea,

In this eternal Song confpire.

6 Ye flow'ry Plains, proclaim his Skill ;

Valleys lie low before his Eye ;

And let his Praife from ev'ry Hill,

Rife tuneful to the neighb'ring Sky.

7 Ye flubborn Oaks and ilately Pines,

Bend your high Branches and adore :

Praife him, ye Beads, in different Strains

;

The Lamb mull bleat, the Lion roar.

8 Birds, ye muft make his Praife your Theme,
Nature demands a Song' from you ;

"While the dumb Fifh that cut the Stream,

Leap up and mean his Praifes too.

9 Mortals, can you refrain your Tongue,
When Nature all around you fings ?

O for a Shout from Old and Young,
From humble Swains, and lofty Kings f

10 Wide as his vafl Dominion lies,

Make the Creator's Name be known ;

Loud as his Thunder, fhout his Praife,

And found it lofty as his Throne.

ii Jehovah! 'tis a glorious Word!
O may it dwell on ev'ry Tongue!
Bat Saints who bell have known the Lord,
Are bound to raife the noblefl Song.
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1 2 Speak of the Wonders of that Love
Which Gabriel plays on ev'ry Chord :

.

From all below, and ajl above,

Loud Hallelujahs to the Lord !

PSALM CXLVIII. Short Metre.

Unwerfal Praife.

1 T ET ev'ry Creature join

.1 J To praife th' eternal God ;

Ye heav'nly Hoils, the Song begin,

And found his Name abroad.

2 Thou Sun with golden Beams,

And Moon with paler Rays,

Ye Harry Lights, ye twinkling Flames,

Shine to your Maker's Praife.

3 He built thofe Worlds above,

And fix'd their wond'rous Frame ;

By his Command they Hand or move,
And ever fpeak his Name.

4 Ye Vapours, when ye rife,

Or fall in Show'rs, or Snow,
Ye Thunders, murm'ring round the Skies,

His Pow'r and Glory mow.

5 Wind, Hail, and flaming Fire,

Agree to praife the Lord,
When ye in dreadful Storms confpire

To execute his Word.

6 By all his Works above
His Honours be expre 11

:

But Saints that tafte his faving Love,
Should fing his Praifes bell.

Pause I.

7 Let Earth and Ocean know
They owe their Maker Praife

;

° S
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Pralfe him, ye wat'ry Worlds below,
And Morulers of the 61

8 From Mountains near the Sky
Let his high Praife refound,

Prom humble Shrubs and Cedars high,

And Vales and Fields around.

€) Ye Lions of the Wood,
And tamer Beafts that graze,

Ye live upon his daily Food,
And he expetts your Praife.

10 Ye Birds of lofty Wing,
On high his Praifes bear !

Or fit on flow'ry Boughs and iing

Your Maker's Glory there.

11 Ye creeping Ants and Worms,
His various Wifdom fhow,

And Flies in all your mining Swarms,
Praife him that drefs'd you fo.

1

2

By all the Earth-born Race
His Honours be expreft,

But Saints that know his heav'nly Grace,
Should learn to praife him beft.

Pause II.

13 Monarchs of wide command,
Praife ye th* eternal King

;

Judges, adore that fov'reign Hand
Whence all your Honours fpring.

14 Let vigorous Youth engage

To found his Praifes high ;

While growing Babes, and withering Age,
Their feebler Voices try.

15 United Zeal be mown
His wond'rous Fame to raife ;

God is the Lord : His Name alone

Deferves our endleii Praife.
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16 Let Nature join with Art,

And all pronounce him bleft :

But Saints that dwell fo near his Heart,

Should fing his Praifes beft.

PSALM CXLIX. .

Praife GOD all bis Saints : or, The Saintsjudging

the World,

1 A LL ye that love the Lord rejoice,

±\. And let your Songs be new

;

Amidft the Church with cheerful Voice

His later Wonders ihew.

2 The Jews, the People of his Grace,

Shall their Redeemer fing

:

And Gentile Nations join the Praife,

While Zion owns her King.

;
3 The Lord takes Pleafure in the Jult,

Whom Sinners treat with Scorn ;

The Meek that lie defpis'd in Duit

Salvation (hall adorn.

4 Saints mould be joyful in their King,.

Evm on a dying Bed :

And like the Souls in Glory ling

;

For God fha!l raife the Dead.

5 Then his high Praife fhall fill their Tongues^.

Their Hands fhall wield the Sword

:

And Vengeance fhall attend their Songs,
- The Vengeance of the Lord.

6 When Christ the Judgment- feat afcends,

And bids the W- orld appear,

Thrones are preparM for all his Friends,

Who humbly lovM him hrre.

7 Then fhall they rale with Iron Rod
Nations that dar'd rebel :

And join the Sentence of their Gen
On Tyrants doom'd to Hell.
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8 The Royal Sinners bound in Chains,

New Triumphs (hall afford ;

Such Honour for the Saints remains:

Praife ye, and love the Lord.

PSALM CL. ver. 1,2,6;

A Song of Praife.

1 TNGod's own
%
Houfe pronounce his Praife,

J. His Grace he there reveals

;

To Heav'n your Joy and Wonder raife,

For there his Glory dwells.

2 Let all your facred Paflions move,
While you rehearfe his Deeds

;

But the great Work of faving Love,
Your highefl Praife exceeds.

3 All that have Motion, Life, and Breath,

Proclaim your Maker bleft

;

Yet when my Voice expires in Death,

My Soul ihall praife him belt.

< ***-M *** f****4 **+M ****-'. * f* * * •:

The Chrifiian Doxology.

Long Metre.

TO God the Father, God the Son,

And God the Spirit, Three in One,
Be Honour, Praife, and Glory giv'n

By all on Earth, and all in Heav'n.

Common Metre.

LET God the Father, and the Son,

And Spirit be ador'd,

Where there are Works to make him knovn.
Or Saints to Jove the Lord.
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Common Metre. Where the Tune includestwo Stanzas.

I.

THE God of Mercy be adorM,
Who calls our Souls from Death i

Who faves by his redeeming Word,
And new-creating Breath.

II.

To praife the Father, and the Son,

And Spirit all Divine,

The One in Three, and Three in One,
Let Saints and Angels join.

Short Metre.

YE Angels round the Throne,
And Saints that dwell below,

Worfhip the Father, praife the Son,

And blefs the Spirit too.

As the cxiii/£ Pfafm.

NOW to the great and facred Three,
The Father, Son, and Spirit, be

Eternal Praife and Glory giv'n,

Thro' all the Worlds where Goo is known,

By all the Angels near the Throne,

And all the Saints in Earth and Heav'n.

As the cxlviiith Pfalm.

TO God the Father's Throne
Perpetual Honours raife

;

Glory to God the Son ;

ToGod the Spirit Praife

;

With all our Pow'rs,

Eternal King,

Thy Name we fing,

While Faith adores.

The E N D*
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112.

Blood of Chrift cleanjing

from Sin 51, 69.

3ook ofNature and Scrip-

ture 19, 119, 4th Part.

Britain'* Profperity 67.

deliveredfromSlavery 75.

Happinefs 147.

Brotherly Love 133. ^f-

pw/ 141.

Bulinefs of Life blefl 1 27.

C.

CAre of God over hii

Saints 34.

Charity to the Poor 37,41,

112. and Juftice \$l
112. mixed nvith Impre-

cations, 35.
Chaftifement, fee Afflic-

tions.

Children praifing God 8.

made Bleffings 127,128.
inftrucled 34,78.

Chrift the fecond Adam,
bis Incarnation, his Do-
minion 8. his All-fufjici-

ency 16. his Afctnjion

24,68,110. the Churches

Foundation 118. his Com •

ing, the Signs of it 12.

his Condefcenficn and Glo-

rification 8. Covenant

made with him 89. firft

and fecond Coming, or his

Incarnation, Kingdom and

Judgment 96, 9,7, 98.
the true David 3^,89.
hit Death and Refur-

reSiion 16, 22, 69.
the Eternal Creator 102.

exalted to the Kingdom

2, 8, 21, 72, 110. our

Example 109. Faith in

his Blood 5 I . God and

Man 89. hii Godhead

102. our Hope 4, 5 1 . his

Incarnation and Sacri-

fice 40. the King, and

the Church his Spcufe 45.
his Kingdom among the

Gentiltj 7 2, 87, 132. his

Love



I N D E X.

Love to Enemies 35,

1 09 . bis Majejiy 97 , 99

.

his mediatorial Kingdom

89. 1 10. his Ohedience

and Death 69. his perfi-

nal Glories and Govern-

ment 45. praifed by Chil-

dren 8. Priejl and King

l 1 o. his Refurrt&ion on

the Lord's-Day 118. our

Strength and Righteouf

tiefs 71. his Sufferings

ana Kingdom 2, 22, 69
his Sufferings for our Sal-

valion 69. his ILeal and

Reproaches ibid.

Chriftian Qualifications

I 5, 24. Church made of

Jeves and Gentiles 87.

Church its Beauty 45,48
12 2. the Birth-ptace of

Saints 87. built on Ji

fusChrifi 118. Delight

and Safety in it 27. De-

flruition of Enemies pro-

ceeds from thence 76. Ga-
thered andfettled 132. of

the Gentiles 45,47. God

fights for her 10,20,46.

God y
s Prefence there 84,

1 3 I.God sfpecial Delight

87, 132. God's Garden

92. Going to it 12 2. the

Houfe and Care of God
1 3 v of the Jews and

Gentiles 87. its Increafe

67. Prayer in Diflrefs

83. Perfected, fee Perfe-

curion. Reflored by Pray-
er 8;, 1 02, 107. its Safe-

ty in National'Deflations

46. rj /£; &^/y W
Hnour of a Nation 48.
the Spoufe of Chrifi 4 5.

r/j Worjhtp and Order 48.
Wrath againfl Enemies

proceeds thence 76.

Colonies planted 107.

Comfort, Holirefs ar.JPar*

don 4. ;2, 119, 1 ith a«^
1 2th Parts, and Support

in God 16, 94. from an-

cient Providences 77,143.
of Life blefi 127. and
Pardon 130.

Company of Saints 16,

106.

Complaint of Ahfencefrom
public Worfhip 42. 0/

Sicknefs 6. Defertion 1 3.

Pride, Atheijm, Opprefficit,

&c. 10, 12. 0/ Tempta-

tion 13. general 102.

0/* Quarrelfom Neigh-

bours 1 20. c/ £*<M;f

Ajfiiclions in Mind and
Body 143.

Compaflion of God 103,

14^,147.
Communion «u-;7£ &»>/*

106,133.

Confeffion 0/" wr Poverty



INDEX.
1 6. of Sin, Repentance,

and Pardon 32, 38, 51,

130,14.3.

Confcience tender 119,
13th Part, its Guilt re-

lieved 32, 38, 51, 130.

Contention complained of
120.

Converfe with God 63,
1 19, 2d Part.

Converfion aid Joy 126.

Difappointments in War
60.

Death and RefurreFt'ion of

Chrijl 16, 69. of Saints

and Sinners 17, 37, 4.9.

and Sufferings of Chrijl

22,69. Deliverancefrom
it 31. and Pride 49. and
the Refurregion 49, 71,

89. Courage in it 1 6, 1 7,

2 3 . the Effecl of Sin 90.

at the dfcenfion of Chrijl Defence in God 3,121. and
110. ofJews and Gen-\ Sal<vation in God 18,61.

tiles 87, 96, 106. Delaving Sinners warned

Correction, fee Affliction.' 95.
Corruption of Manners Delight and Safety in the

general

Co'infel and Support from
God 16, 119,6th Part.

Courage in Death 16 17,

71. in Perfecutton 119
17th Part.

Covenant »W<r. «;//£

Chrijl 89. o/"" GYtff* a«-

changeable 89, 106.

Creation ««</ Providena

33> i04> *35> '3 6 » »47,
148.

Creatures, noTrufl in them

3 3, 62, I 46. «IWZ7, <?>/</

God All-fuffcient 33.
Praijing God 148.

D.

DAily Devotion, 55,
139.

Day 2/° Humiliation for

Church 27, 48, 84.

/£* Law ofGod 119, 5 th

8th and 1 8th Parts. /«

God 18, 42, 63, 73, 84.

Deliverance begun and
perfected 85. fromDejpair

18. /^w ^/ Dijlrefs

34,40. from Death 31,
1 i 8 . /*/ 0^7 OppreJJton and
paljhood 56. from Perfe-

cutton q 3, 94. by Prayer

3*, 40, 85, 126. from
Shipwreck 107. from
Slander 3 I . Surprizing

126. from Temptation

3, 6, 13, 18. from a Tu-

mult 1 18.

Defertion and Dijlrefs of
Soul 13, 2<;, 38, 143.

Defire of Knowledge 1 1 g,
gth
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113, I44; our Support

ad Comfort 94. Su-

preme Gwtrnor 7 c, 82,

93. bit Vcngec.\c-

Comp'.jfi.n 68, 97. Un
chargeah!* 89. III. £/J

XJnivcrial Dominion 103.
£/'i Wi'dom in hit Workt

111. 1 59 Worthy of all

Praifi 1
4-. i 4 6, 1 50.

Good IVtikt 1 j, 24, 1 12.

Profit Men, net Cod 16.

Goodnefs */" G^ 8, 103,
111, 145, 146.

Gofpe), jft Giory and Suc-

refs 10, 45, 110. 7*)/i//

S*W 8q, 98. Worfhip

and Order 48.

Government o/Chrift 45
/JrC/« G^ 7 C.

Grace, r'/j Evidences, or

Stlf - Examination 26,

139. *£?£? Riches 14}.
nLi'baut Me rit 16, 32 0/"

C£r//? 45, 72. and Pro-

vidence 33, 36, 135;
136, j 47. Preferring

and reftoring 138. 7r«fA

and Protection $7. Tried

by AfU&ion 17, 66, 125.

and Glory 84, 97. pardon-

ing 130.

Gui.t of Confcience relieved

32, 38, 51. 130.

H
HA ppv Saint and curf

ed Sinner 1

.

Harveft 65, 126, 147.
Health, Sickneft and Reto-

<ver\ 6, 30, 31. Prayed

for 6, 38, 39.

Heart known to God 139.4
Hearing of Prayer ana Sal- !

vation 4, 10, 66, 102. j

Heaven cf ftparate Souls

and Refur reftion 1 7 . the

Saints Dwelling place 24.

Hclinefs. Pardon ond Com. ,

fort 4. Deftred 119, 1 nh
Part. Profeft 119, 3d

Part. 139.

Hope in Darknefs 13, 77,

'43* cf Rffurre£ti°n 1 6,

71. <?/7^ Defpair in Death

17, 49. <wx^ Prayer 27.

/or Viclory 20. and Direc-

tion 42. in Jffii&iom 42,

143.
Hofanna «/"/£/ Children 8.

/sr /£/ Lords-day 118.

Houihold, >k Family.

Humiliation Z)*j 10. /ir

Difapfointment 60.

Humility W Suhmiffion

131, 139.

Hypocriies a*^ Hypocril

12, 50.
I.

IDolatry reproved

115. 139.

Jehovah 68, 83. mg»*

93. 96. C".

Jews, y^ Israel.

Images,



INDEX.
j
mages, fee Idolatry,

mprecations and Charity

: ncarnation 96, 97, 98.

and Sacrifice of Chriji 40.

Jnfants 139. fee Children

\nftru£tion from God 25.

, from Scripture 119, 4th

and 7th Parts, in Piety

.34.

nftruclive Jfflielions 94.
y.nlemperznce punij&ed 78.

t and pardoned 107.

i oy 0/* Converfion 1 16. fee

[.
Delight.

'frael yiaW /row /£* 4/1

fyrians 76. faved from

Egypt* and brought to

Canaan 77, 105, 1 07
135, 136. Rebellion and

\ Punifhment 78. punifhed

and pardoned 106, 107.

Travels in the Wildernefs

\

107, 114.

judgment *»*/ il/^rcy 9,

j68. Z)*y 1, 26, 5c, 97,

^ 98, 1 49. Seat of God 9.

fuftice of Providence 9.

,
<W Truth towards Men

[unification free 22. 120.

K.
T7ING » the Care of

^IV Heaven 21.

Xing William */&/ King

1

George 75,

Kingdom ^ Chrifi, fee

Chrilt.

Knowledge dffiredig,i 19,

9th Pare.

L.

LAW of God, Delight

in it 1 19.

Liberality rewarded 41,
1 12.

Life and Riches, their Va-

nity 49. Jhort and jeeble,

89, 90, 144.

Longing after God 42,63.
LordVDay F/a/vz 92,
118. Morning 5, 19, 63.

Love 0/ God to the Righ-

teous, and Hatred to the

Wicked I , n. to our

'Neighbour 15. ofChriji to

Sinners 35. of God better

than Life 63. of God un-

changeable 89, 106. to

Enemies 35, 109. Bro-

therly 133. and Worfhip

in a Family ibid.

Luxury punijbed 78. ajid

pardoned 107.

M.
MAgift rates warned

58, 82, Qualifica-

tions 1 o 1 . rafed and de-

pofed 75.
Majefty ofGot 68./*?God.

Man £/*j Vanity as mortal

39, 89, 90, 144 Domi-
nion over Creatures 8.

Mortal*



INDEX.
Mortal, and Cbriji eternal

1 02. Wonderful Forma-
tion 139.

Mariners Pfalm 107.

Marriage myftical 45.
Mailer of a Family 101.

Meditation I, 63, 119,

5th and 6th Parts.

Melancholy reproved 42.

and Hope 77. removed

126.

Mercies common and fpe-

cial 68, 103. Spiritual

and Temporal 103. In-

numerable 139. Ever-

lafling 136. Recorded

107. and 'Judgment 9.

«»</ 7V*/£ of God 36,

89, 103, 136, 145, 146.

Merit declaimed 1 6.

Mefliah, /?* Chrift.

Midnight Thoughts 63,

119, 5th and 6th Parts,

139.
Mimfters ordained 132.

Miracles n /£* Wildernefs

114.

Morning Pyi/w 3 , \\\. of

aSabbath 5, 19, 63.

Mortality ofMan 39, 49,

90. and Hope 89. «»</

Gtfd^ Eternity 90, 1 02.

N.

NAtion'j Honour and
Safety is the Church

48. Profperity 67, 144.

Blefi and puwfked 107.

National Deliverance 6; fr

75, 76, 124. 126. I

lations,the Church's i .

and Triumph in them 4 0» {I

Nature and Scripture 19'

119, 7th Part, of

139. 1

New England Pfalm 107 W

Novem. the 5th 1
1
5, 1

2
4 I:

O. C

OBedience /;/»<*r* 1 8 8;

32, 139, better that t

Sacrifice 50. h

Old Age, Death 90. «*« •>'

Refurredion 71, 89. fc

Omnipotence, Omnifci 4

ence, Omniprefence,c5c Pe

y** God.
P.

PArdon, Holinefs avt

Comfort 4. of Back

Jliding 78 and Direffiot

2 5 . aid Repentance pray-

ed for 38. and Confejfion

32. <?/" original and *c- '

/a* / Sin 5 1 . plentiful *witb Pc

Go*/ I 30.

Patience under Affi:

39. nvdbr Perfections '

37t 44 Jtf Darknejs

130, 131.

Peace <W Holinefs eneiu*

raged 34. %u74 Mep 4e^

fired 1 20.

Perfections ef God in,

i36»H5» l 47«
Per-



I N D
«rfecuted Saints, their

Prayer and Faith 35, 44,

f?4, 80, 83.

'erfecution, Victory over

and Deliverance from it

,7, 53, 94. Courage in it

119, 17th Part.

*erfecutors punijhed 7

129, 149. 'Their Folly 14.

Complained of 35* 44, 74
1 80, 8 3 . Deliverancefrom
them 9, 10, 94.
>erfeverance 138. in 'Tri-

als 1 19, 17th Part,

^rfonal Glories of Chrift

AS'
,?eftilence, Preservation in

it 91.
3
iety, Inftructions therein

I
34* yk Saint.

Pity to the Afflicted 41.

\ fee Charity, God.
Pleading without repining

39, 123, the Promifes

1 19, 10th Part,

^oor, Charity to them 15,

!

37»4*» n2 -

(Portion «/* .SW?/// oW $/»-

i »*rj II, 17, 37.
(Poverty confeffed 1*6.

Power o^ Ma)efly of God
63, 89, 145./^ God.

:P radical Atheifm 14, 36.

Praife /o God from Chil-

dren 8. for Creation and

Providence 33, 104. to

E x.

0#r Creator 100. /ro*
«// Creatures 148. /or
eminent Deliverances 34,
1 18. General 86, 145,
150 for the Gofpel 98.
/or Health reflored 30,
116. /or Hearing Prayer

66, 102. /<? 7c/«j C£r(^

45. /row a// Nations

117. *»</ Prayer public

65. /or Protection, Grace
and Truth 57. /or Provi-

dence and Grace 36. /or
^a/« 6$, 147. /row /£*

5a/*// 149, 150. for
Temporal BleJJtngs, 68,

147. for Temptations

overcome 1 8. for Victory

in War 18.

Prayer heard 4, 34, 65,
66. ;« 7/W of War 20.

tftf^ /fop* of Victory 20.

Praife public 65. «»</

/fo/<? 27. in Church's Dif-

trefs 80. Heard, andZion
reflored 102. rfW £4*46

o/" perfecuted Saints 35,

37, 56. «»^ Praife for
Deliverance 34. /or Re-
pentance and Pardon, &c,
38. fee Complaint.

Preferving Grace 138.
Prefervation in Public

Dangers 46, 91, 112.

Daily 121.

Pride



1 M 1) h X,
Pride and Atbe[fm y

and

Opf-effion pumjbcd 10,

! 2. and Dratb ,\r).

Pi u- it hood of Cb'fi 51,
no.

Princes vain 62, 146.

Profeflion of Sincerity ana
Reprntame, &.C. I 19, 3d

Part, 139. Falle 50.

Prornifes and Tbrcatninrs

8r. pleaded 119, 10th

Parr. I

Houjbotders 1 01. for Af

a

r inert 107. for C/utiot

and Drunkardi \cj. JL

New England 10*7. fc

the fifth of
>'}, 124. for Grtu
Britain 67 1 47. ft

Morning, Evening, &<•.

Public Praife for pn
vate Mercia 116, i 18

for Deliverance 1 24
ll"orJ}jip

% Abfence from t

Profperity dangerous 55, complained of 42. //V
73- A> attended on 122

Profperous Sinners eurfea\ Prayer and Praife 65,

37. 49» 73-
Protection, 7Va/>6 ffttf*

Grace 57. />v /^«y dtftf

Night 121.

Providence, r'// Wifdom
and Equity 9. <W Ova
tion 33, 135, 136. «»</

Grace 36, 147. and Per-

fections of God 36. //i

M)fiery unfolded 7J. fr-

renW 77, 78, 107. /»

//?>, £*r/£ a»</ AV« 33,

65, 89, 104, 107, 147.

Prudence and 'Aial 39.

Pfalm for Soldiers 18. 60

for old Age 7 1 . for HuJ-

bandmen oc. for a Fune

ra/89. 90 for the Lora\

Day 92. before Prayer

qe. ^/orr Sermon ibid.

for Magifirutes 101. /*M Joy, Delight,

84.

Punifhment <?/" Sinners l,

I I, 37. and Salvation

78, 8i, 106. fet Afflic-

tion.

Purpofes holy 119, i-:h

Part.

Or
Qualifications 0/ a

Cbrifiian 15, 24.~^ Quarrelfome AV/j£-

taarj 1 20.

Quickening Grace 119,
1 6th Part.

R.

RAin from Heaven 6 c,

135. »47-

Recovery /rc/7» Sicknefs

6, 30, 1 16.

Rejoicing f« God tS. fee

Relative



I N. D E X.

Native Duties 15, 133.
leligion and fuflice 15.

in Words and Deeds 3 7

.

leligious Education 34,

78.
temembrarce of former

Deliverances 77, 143.

tepentance, Confejfon and

Fardon 32. and Prayer

for Pardon and Strength

38. and Faith in the

Blood of Chrijl 5.1

.

Reproach removed 3 I, 37.

lefignation 39, 125, 131.

*efolutions holy 1 19, 15th

Part.

^.eftoring Grace 23, 138.

^.efurre&ion and Death

ef Chrijl 2, 16. of the

Saints 16, 17,, 49, 71.

and Death 49, 71, 89.

ieverence in WorJhip 89,

99.
devolution by King Wil-

liam 75.
Miches, their Vanity 49.
compared with Grace 1 44
Righteous, fee Saints.

Righteoufnefs from Chrijl

71. fee Salvation, Par-

don, Chrift. .

s.

-QAbbath, fee Lord's
! >5 day.

Sacrifice 40, $1, 69. In-

carnation ofChrijl 40.

$

Safety in public Dangers*

91. and Triumph of the
%

Church in National De-
flations 46. in God 6 1

.

and delight, in the Church

27.

Saints happy, and Sinners

curfed I, II, I [9, 1 ft

Part. Safety in Evil
Times 12, 46. the b?fl

Company 1 6. characlerif-

ed 1 5, 24. and -Sinners

Portion, 1, 17. dwell in

Heaven, 15, 24. pun'ifb-
' ed and faved 78, 106.
God^s Care of them 34.
Reward at laft $0, 90,
92. and Sinners End 1,

11, 27. Patience, and
World's Hatred 37. cba-

Jlized and Sinners defray-

ed .94. Die, but Chrijl

lives 102. punifed and
pardoned 106, 107. am-
dueled to Heaven 106,
107. tried and preferved

66, 125. AJfitfiions mo-
derated 125.' judging the

World 149.
Salvation of Saints 10.

and Triumph 18. and
Defence in God 61. by

Chrijl 69, 85.
Sanctified Afficlions 94,
119, laft Part.

Sztanfubdued 3, 6, 13.

P Scripture



Script ire compared ivi ti-

the Book of Natu*e 19

119, 7th Part. Infirac-

tionfrom it 1 19, 4th Part.

Delight in it 1 ig, 5th

and 18th Part. Holinef

and Comfortfrom it 1
1

9

6th Part. Perfeclioni

I 19, 7th Part. Variety

and Excellency I 19, 8th

Part. Attended <u:itb the

Spirit 1 19, 9th Part.

Seafons of the Tear 65,

o!
47 '

• «Seaman s bong icy.

Secret Devotion 34, 119,

2d Part.

Seeking Godiy t
6'i

)
.

Self- Examination, orEii-

dences of Grace 26, \ 3 9

.

Separate Souls, Heaven 1

7

Shepherd of Saints is Goo

23.

Shipwreck prevented 107.

Sick-bed Devotion 6, 38,

39, 1 '6.

Sicknefs healed 6, 30
1 16.

Signs of ChrijI's Coming

12, 96, &c.

Sin of Nature 14. Origi-

nal and atfual, confefe^:

and pardoned C, I . anr
' cf Saints

78, ic6. Uniierfal 14.

Sincerity 19, 26, 32, 130.

2

N D E X.
Proved and rewarded,

1

profeft 119, 3d Part.

Sinner curfei and Saint

happy 1,11. and Saints

Portion I, 17, 37, 5

Hatred, and Saints P,

tienee 37. deftroyed,

Saints chajlifed 94.
Sins of Tongue 12, 34, 50.

Slander, Deliverancefrom
it 31, 120.

Song, fee Pfalm.

Sorrow, fee Affliction,

Sicknefs, &c.
Souls in feparate State 17,

146, 150.

Spirit given at ChriJVs

Afcenfion 68. His Teaeb-

ing defired 51, 119, 9th

Part.

Spiritual Enemies over*

come 3, 18, 144. Bitft-

ings and Punijbmtnts 8 1

.

Mindednefs 1 19, 2d Part.

fee Saint, Grace, ts'c

Spoufe of Chrifi the King,

is the Church 45.
Spring of the Tear 65,

and Summer 65, 104.

and Winter 147.

•torm and Thunder 29,

3* 148.

Strength, Repentance and

9 prmjed for 38.

rfv/ii C'-.Y/// ;i. <?/ Gr««

Sub-



INDEX.
SubmiiTion 123, 131. to

\ Chrift 2. to Sicknefs 39.

Succefs of the Go/pel 19,

1 1 o.

Sufferings and Death of

Chrift 22. and Kingdom
1 ofCbriJl 2, 2 2, 69, no
Summer 65. and Winter

147.
* Support and Counfel from

God 16. for the dflidled

and Tempted 55. and

Comfort in God 94, i ig
;

14th Part.

Surety and Sacrifce of

Chrtji^o.

T.
•
rTPEmptati6ns over-

X come 3, 18. in Sick-

nefi 6. Efcapes from them

1 25. 0/*/^ ZW/7 1 3. Sup
' /or/ «//i*r /£f»* 3, 55,

94-
T Tempter, fee Satan.

Tender Confcience 119,
1 13-th Part.

Thanks public for pri-

vate Mercies 1 16, 118

fee Praife.

Threatnings and Promifes

81.

Thunder tf»^ £/0r«? 29,

Ely?- '4?;
Times *<ur/ 11, 12.

Tongue governed 34, 39.

Trial 0/ o«r Gr^j by Af-

flictions 66, I 2 5 . 0/ a«r

Hearts 26, 2 39.

Triumph /V Salvation

18. W $*/>/? 0/ ft&*

Church in national Def-
lations 46. a/ f£« iaft

Day 149.
Troubles, /** Afflictions,

Temptations.

Truft in the Creatures

fain 62, I 46.

Truth, Grace and Pra-

teftion 57. 145, 146. fee

God, Faithful neis.

Tumult, Deliverancefrom
it 118.

V.

VAnity of Man as

mortal 39, 89, 144.

of Life and Riches 49.
Vengeance and Cotnpajfton

68. againfl the Enemies

of the Church 76, 149.

Victory hoped and proved

for 20. over Temptations

6, 18, 144. over Tem-
poral Enemies 1 8. and
Deliverance from Perfe-

ction 53.

Vineyard of God vcafled

80.

Unbelief and Envy cured

37. Punijhed 95
Unchangeable God 89,
111.

Vows, paid in the Church

P 2 Il6.
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» '.(•>. cf Hgfixffj 1 19
15th Part.

W.
"T T 7 Aiting for Petrdon

V V ur.J Di'ec
an/iter to Prayr

in Time 0/

it 20. Difappointment.

therein to. Vi&mj 1$.

Spiritual I 8, 1 44.
Warnings cf God to Z».j

People 81.

Watchfulnefs 19, 141.

Oz'tr the Tongue 39.
Weather 65, 107, 135.

M7. «4*.

Wicked, y^ Sinner, Saint.

Wickedn*is cf Man 14,

Wind, fee Providtnce,

Seafons, Storm.

Winter and Summer 147.

Wilrfom and Equity cf

Providence 9. of God in

b:s Works III,

Word cf GifJ, fee \

tuie.

Works •/ Creation et*t
j!

jtnce 104, I47,,

and Grace 19, 3?,,

III. 135, 156
,.,/w, net God 16

Hitndaiu.
Patit Hi

Worfhip and Order 9f tit

Go/pel 48, Delight im ;f

84. xoitb Reverence 89,

99. Daily SS , 134,14..
m a Family 133.
lit 63, 84, 122, 132
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A TABLE to find out any Psalm, or

Part of a Psalm, by the firft Line of it.

A.

ALL ye that love the Lord

rejoice Page 3 1

5

Almighty Ruler of the Skies 17

Amidft thy Wrath remember

Love 81

Among th' Aflembltes of the

Great 166

Among the Princes, earthly

Gods 173
And will the Ood of Grace 1 66

Are all the Foes of Sion Fools

114
Are Sinners now fo fenfelefs

grown 27
Arife, my gracious God 33

Awake, ye Saints, to praife

2 your King 283
B.

BEhold the lofty Sky 39
Behold the Love, the ge-

nerous Love 74
, Behold the Morning Sun 40

j

Behold the fure Foundation-

Stone 244
1 Behold thy waiting Servant,

Lord 255
Blefs, O my Soul, the living

God 209
Bleft are the Sons of Peace 280
BJeft are the Souls that hear

and know 177
Bleft are the undehTd in Heart

247
Bleft is the Man, for everbleft 65
Bleft is the Man whofe Bowels

move 88
Bleft is the Man who /huns the

Place j

Bleft is the Nation where the

Lord p. 67
C.

CHildren inYearsand Know-
ledge young 70

Come, Children, learn to fear

the Lord 72
Come, let our Voices join to

raife 195
Come, found his Praife abroad

'95
Confider all my Sorrows, Lord

D.
*"

DAvid rejoie'd in God lis

Strength 46
Deep in our Hearts let us re-

cord J41
E.

EArlv, my God, without
delay 123

Exalt the Lord our God 202

FA R as thy Name is known
98

rather, I blefs thy gentle

Hand 262
Father, I fing thy wondrous

Grace 140
Firm and unmov'd are they 270
Firm was my Health, my Day

was bright 60
Fools in their Hearts believe

and fay 26
For ever bleffed be the Lord 299
For ever (hall my Song record

J 75
From Age to Age exalt his

Name t 3 223



A TABLE fr.twivg

From all that dwell below the Great is the Lord, his Works
Skies p. 242 of Might p. 232

Fiom deep Piflrefs and trou- Great is the Lord our Cod 97
bled Thoughts 276 Great Shepherd of thine Ifrael

163
G. H.

CI IVE Thanks to God, he T TAD not the LcrJ, may

"J reigns above 2? 2 Ji Ifrael fay 269
Give Thanks to God, invoke Happy is he that fears the

his Name Lord 234
Give Thanks to God mod Happy the City where their

high 286 Sons 300
Gi\c Thanks to God the lb- Happy the Man to whom his

vereign Lord God 64
Give to our God immortal Happy the Man whofe cautious

Praife 2?$ Feet
3

Give to the Lord, ye Sons of Hear me, O God, nor hide thy

Fame Face ;c6
God in his earthly Temple Hear what the Lord in Vifion

jj\s 1-4' laid

Gcd is the Refuge of his Saints Help, Lord, for Men of Virtue

05 • fail 23
God >my Supporter and my, He reigns; the Lord, the Sa-

Hope j 49 viour | 198
God of eternal Lcve 211 He that hath made his Refuge

Gcd of my Childhood and my' God 1&6
Youth High in the Heavens, eternal

God of my Life look gently God 75
down ?4 How awful is thy chafVning

God of my Mercy and my 1 Rod 15S
Praife 22 S Hew did my Heart rejoice to

Good is the Lord, the beavenJy hear 266
King 131 How h& their Guilt and Sor-

Greut God, attend while Zi«n rows rife 30
fings 16S How Jong, O Lord, (call I

Great God, how oft did Ifrael COO -

;

pr -vc 162 How Jong wilt thou conceal

Great Cod, indulge my hum- thy Face 25
ble Claim 12; How pica{ant, how divinely

Great God, the Heavens well- i
Fair

- Frame 42 How pleafant'tis to fee 281
..hole univerfj H.wpleas'dand biefs'dwasl267

Sway How mail the Young fecore

Crc-tibtheLdex-kcdbigh 2b>5 I their liens 250



the firjl Line of each Psal M.

JEhovah reigns : he dwells

in Light p. 190

Jefus our Lord , afcend thv

Throne 23c

Jefus fhall reign where'er the

Sun 14 6

If God fucceed not, all the dofl

272

If Cod to build the Houfe

deny 273
I lift my Soul to God 54
I'll blefs the Lord from Day to

Day
I'll praife my Maker with my

Breath 305
ril fpeak the Honours of my

King * 92

I love the Lord, he heard my
Cries 240

In all my vaft Concerns with

thee 294
In Anger, Lord, rebuke me

not 12

In God's own Houfe pronounce

his Praife 310
In Judah God of old was

known 155
Into thine Hand, O God of

Truth 6

1

Joy to the World j the Lord is

come 201

I fet the Lord before myFace 32

Is there Ambition in my Heart

277
It is the Lord our Saviour's

Hand 20S

Judge me. O Lord, and prove

my Ways 57

Judges who rule the World by

Laws 119

Juft are thy Ways and true thv

Word 37

I waited patient for the Lord

I will extol thee, Lord on

LET all the Earth their

Voices raife J97

Let all the Heathen Writers

join 252
Let Ch idien hear the mighty

DeeoS 159
Let every Creature join 313
Let every Tongue thyGoodnefs

fpeak 303
Let God arife in all his Might

J 3S
Let Sinners take their Courfe

116
Let Sion in her King rejoice 96
Let Zion and her Sons rejoice

207
Lo, what a glorious Corner-

itore 246
Lo, what an entertaining Sight

280
Long as I live I'll blefs thy

Name 301
Lord, haft thcu caft the Na-

tion off 121
Lord, lam thine: But thou

wilt prove 34.

Lord, I am vile, conceiv'd in

Sin in
Lord,IcanfufferthyRebukesT2

Lord, I etleem thy Judgments
right 252

Lord, if thine Eyes furvey our

Faults 184
Lord, if thou doft not loon

appear 22
Lord, I have made thy word
my Choice 253

Lord, in the Morning thou

tLii: hear 10



A TABLE JbMng
Lord, I will blefs thee all my

Days p. 69
Lord, I would fpread my fore

Diftrefs 1 1
3

Lord ot the Worlds above, 1 70
Lord, thou halt call'd thy

Grace to mind 172
Lord, thou haft heard thy Ser-

vant cry 24.3

Lord, thou haft fearch'd and

feen me thro* 290
Lord, thou haft feen my Soul

fincere 36
Lord, thou wilt hear me when

I pray lo

Lord, 'tis a pleafant thing to

ftand 189
Lord, we have heard thy Works

of old 90
Lord, what a feeble Piece 1 8

5

Lord, what a though tie fs

Wretch was I 150
Lord, what is Man, poor fee- Meed
** Vf5 " 300 My Soul, how lovely is the

My God, my cvtrlaflin: Hope
p. 14

My Cod, my King, thy variou

Praife

My God, permit my rongue 126
My God, the Steps of piou

Men 80
My God, what inward Crie

I feel Z9
My Heart rejoices in thy Nam

62
My never- ceafing Songs dial

fhow 171

My Refuge is the God ofLove 21
My righteous Judge, my gta-

cious God 29}
My Saviour and my King 91
My Saviour, my Almighty

Friend • 141
My Shepherd is the Laving

Lord 50
My Shepherd will fupply my

Need

l>le Man
Lord, what was Man when

made at firft 18

Lord, when I count thy Mer-
cies o'er 296

Lord, when thou didft afctnd

on high 136
LoudHallclujahs to theLord 3 1

1

M.

MAKER and Sov'reign

Lord 4
Mercy and Judgment are my

Song 204
Mine Eyes and my Dt-fire 56
My God accept my early Vows

296
MyGod confider myDifl ref< 257

Place 169
My Soul lies cleaving to the

Duft 260
My Soul repeat his Praife 2 1 z

My Soul thy Great Creator

praife 214
My Spirit looks to God alone 122
My Spirit finks within me,

Lord 89
My Truft is in my Heavenly

Friend 1

1

\T O Sleep nor Slumber to

X%l h' s E ves 2 "9
Not to our Names thou ooly

Juft and True 2 39
My God, how many are my .

Not to ourfelves who are but

Fears 7 Duft 23S

My God in whom are all the I Now be my Heart infpir'd to

Springs 119 fing 93



the firjl Line of each Psalm.
Now from the roring Lion's

Rage p. 48
Now I'm convinc'd the Lord

is kind 147
Now let our Lips with holy

Fear 139
Now let our mournful Songs

record 49

O that tjiy Statutes ev'ry Houf

f-*5,9O thou that hear'ft when Sin-

ners cry ua
O thou whofe Grace and Juf-

tice reign 268
O thou whofc Juftice reigns on

high 117
Now may the God of Power ! Our God our Help in Ages

and Grace 44! paft i8a
Now plead my Caufe, Al-

j

Out of the Deeps of long Dif-

mighty God 73 trefs 275
Now fnall my folcmn Vows be

;

O what a ftiff rebellious Houfe

paid 133
j

160
O. P.

OA11 ye Nations, praife i T^Raife waits in Zton, Lord,

the Lord 24a & tor *n -e 129
O bleffed Souls are they 63 ' Praife ye the Lord, exalt his

O blefs the Lord, my Soul m
j

Name 28a
O Britain, praife thy mighty Praife >e the Lord, my Heart
God 307 ! (hall join 304

Of Juftice and of Grace I fing Praife ye the Lord,'tisgood to

205 raife 306
O for a Shout of facred Joy 96 Preferve me Lord in time of

O God, my Refuge, hear my > Need 30
Cries 115 I R.

O God of Grace and Righteouf-
j

TQ Bjoice ye Righteous in

nefs 9 Xv tne kord 66
O God of Mercy hear my Remember, Lord, our mortal

Call "4
i

State '&o
O God to whom Revenge be- Return, pGod of Love, return

longs 192 I 385
O happy Man whofe Soul is 1 S.

fill'd 273 OAlvationisforevernigh 173
O happy Nation where ths i^j Save me, O God, thefwel-

Lord 63
;

ling Floods 137
O how Hove thy holy Law 251 Save me, O Lord, from ev'ry

O Lord,' how many are my
Foes 8

O Lord our Heavenly King 15
O Lord our God, how won-

drous great i5
O that the Lord would guide

my Ways 256

Foe 31
See what a living Stone 245
Shew Pity, Lord ; O Lord

forgive no
Shine, mighty God, on Bri-

tain ihine 134
Sing



A TABLE, fcfr.

Whv diti the Nations join to

P-S
Why do the Proud infult the

IOI

"Why do the wealthy Wicked
bo^ft 79

Why doih the Lord fiand off

fo Ut
Why doth the Man of Riches

grow 99
Why has my God my Sou! fur-

fook

Why fhould I vex mv Soul and

fret

Will God for ever caft us off

152
With all my Pcwer: of Heart

and Tongue 2S9
Wirh earned Longings of the

Mind 3S

With my whole Heart I'll

raife my Son; iS

With my "whole Heart I've

fought thy Face

With Rev'rence let the Saints

appear 176'

The E

With Songs and Honours found-
ing loud

Would you behold the Worka
oi God Z zc

YE holy Souls in God re.
joice

Ye Ifhnds of the Northern Sea

200
Ye Nations round the Earth

rejoice 203
Ye Servants of th' Almighty

Kir.g 236
Ye Sons of Men, a feeble Race,

187
Ye Sons of Pride, that hate the

Juft 100
Yc that delight to fervc the

Lord 235
Yc that obey th' immortal

King
Ye Tribes of Adam io

:n -tec*";
—

- 9
Yet, faith the Lord, ifD

Race

N D.

This Day is Publi/ked,

AComplete INDEX to Dr Watts's PSALMS and
HYMNS ; wherein Reference is had to each Line of

the Work, and the whole digefte^ into an Eafyand Natural Al-
phabetical Order, agreeable to the Djclor's own Index to

the Firft Line* of each Psalm and Hymn. And is defigned

to render that excellent Comoofition more cxtenfively ufeful, not

only to private Chriftians, but alfo to thofc who take the Lead

in Public Worfhip.

By D. G U Y, of Rye, in Suffer.

Sold by |. Buck land, in Paternofter-Row j G. Keith,
in Grace church-ftreet

; J. Johnson, in St Paul's

Church-yard ; and by the Com piler, at Rye.

[Price is. 6d. Single, or 3s. bound together.]

N. B. This is printed on a Size Paper proper to bind up with

the Psalms or Hymns.
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